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The  idol  toppled,  and  foil  over  forward,  nearly  crushing  him  as  it  did  so,  only  that  he  sprang  nin> 
bly  to  ono  side  in  time  to  avoid  it.  “Look!"  cried  Clarita  excitedly,  and  pointing 

toward  the  spot  where  the  image  had  stood. 
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100  CHESTS  OE  GOL.I® 
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THE  AZTECS’  BURIED  SECRET 


By  RICHARD  R.  MONTGOMERY 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  WARNING. 

\ 

y  was  just  drawing  to  a  close,  and  every  rock  and 
tree  was  tipped  with  the  golden  halo  of  the  setting  sun. 

The  breeze  whispering  softly  among  the  branches  and  hiss¬ 
ing  defiantly  past  the  cactus  thorns,  bore  forward  the  sound 
of  a  horse’s  hoofs  upon  the  beaten  trail  that  stretched  away 
toward  the  Sierra  Madres,  and  presently  both  horse  and  rider 
came  into  view  from  behind  one  of  the  huge  boulders  that 
bordered  the  path. 

They  were  striking  in  appearance,  and  worthy  of  careful 
observation. 

The  rider  was  a  young  man  of  dark  complexion  and  flash¬ 
ing  black  eyes,  and  his  shapely  lips  were  partially  hidden  by 
a  small  mustache  of  the  hue  of  ebony,  which  gave  him  the 
appearance  of  being  older  than  he  really  was,  for  he  had  but 
just  passed  Ms  nineteenth  birthday. 

He  was  a  broad-shouldered,  deep-chested  young-  fellow’,  and 
^  sat  his  horse  as  though  they  were  one. 

At  first  glance  Paul  Pemberton  might  have  been  mistaken 
for  a  Mexican,  owing  to  his  almost  swarthy  complexion,  and 
the  costume  he  wore,  which  was  a  happy  agglomeration  of 
the  habit  of  the  sister  republics,  but  he  was  nevertheless  a 
genuine  American  boy,  “all  wool  and  a  yard  wide,”  as  his 
friends  had  often  said  of  him. 

He  wore  the  Mexican  coat  and  breeches.  The  former  was 
profusely  embroidered  with  gold  lace,  and  the  latter  trimmed 
up  and  down  the  sides  with  silver  coins.  A  broad-brimmed 
Chihuahua  hat,  often  mistaken  for  a  genuine  Mexican  som¬ 
brero,  and  a  pair  of  American  riding-hoots,  completed  the 
tout  ensemble,  while  from  beneath  the  folds  of  a  short  sash 
about  his  waist  neeped  the  hilts  of  two  trusty  six-shooters. 

Paul  was  evidently  lost  in  thought,  for  he  did  not  notice 
the  queer  figure  which  seemed  to  be  awaiting  him  upon  the 
flat  top  of  a  huge  rock,  until  he  was  startled  out  of  his  day 
dream  by  the  man’s  voice. 

“Oiga,  senor!”  it  said  sharply,  and  in  a  tone  that  broke 
noon  Paul’s  med’+ations  like  the  crack  of  a  pistol.  He  pulled 
his  horse  up  with  a  jerk,  while  his  hand  flew  like  l'ghtning 
to  his  revolver. 

The  weapon  was  not  drawn,  however,  for  the  strange  being 
.tood  before  him  with  hands  widely  extended,  and  was  evi¬ 
dently  peacefully  disposed. 

"Who  are  you?”  demanded  Paul,  shortly,  and  in  Spanish, 
when  he  had  tak^n  in  the  situation,  and  a  half  smile  flitted 
kr  th<-  glance  of  a  sunbeam  through  his  eyes  as  they  rested 
.yon  the  stunted,  misshapen  figure  before  him,  who,  as  if  to 
Md  to  the  ludicrous  appearance  which  he  made,  wore  a  tall, 
peaked  fool's-cap  upon  his  head.  He  was  not  over  five  feet 
n  height,  resembling  a  well-developed  man  set  up  on 

I  am  v.  hat  the  i-mile  in  your  face  tells  me  you  are  scoffing 
'«♦.  -a  dwarf,"  replied  the  man,  gravely.  “Yrou  need  not 


apologize,  senor,  for  that  would  be  a  useless  waste  of  time 
between  us.” 

“What  do  you  want?”  asked  Paul.  “Please  be  quick,  for  1 
am  in  a  hurry.” 

“There  is  no  necessity  for  haste,”  replied  the  dwarf,  “as 
you  will  have  seven  days  in  which  to  take  your  departure.” 

“I  will  have - Eh,  what  did  you  say?” 

“Senor,”  said  the  dwarf  deliberately,  and  at  the  same  time 
squatting  like  a  Turk  upon  the  rock.  “I  have  been  waiting 
here  for  more  than  an  hour  for  the  purpose  of  warning  you.” 

“Warning  me!  Of  what?” 

“Of  a  plot  against  you  and  your  friends — a  plot  to  either 
drive  you  from  the  Caballito  Mine  or  to  bury  you  there.” 

“Ah,”  murmured  Paul,  stroking  his  mustache.  “Who  cher¬ 
ishes  this  ‘friendly  disposition’  toward  me  and  my  friends?” 

“Be  assured  that  it  is  one  who  can  and  will  carry  it  out.” 

“Yourself,  perhaps?” 

“Even  so.” 

“Ah!  You  have  not  yet  told  me  who  you  are,  hence  I  do 
not  know  whether  or  not  your  warning  is  worth  heeding. 
Will  you  tell  me  your  name?” 

“Rubio.” 

“Rubio!  You?” 

Paul  Pemberton  had  asked  for  the  dwarf’s  name,  little 
dreaming  what  his  reply  would  be;  and  when  he  heard  it  he 
could  not  help  doubting  its  truth. 

Rubio!  A  warning  from  him  was  worthy  of  attention  at 
least,  and  most  men  would  respect  and  heed  it;  but  Paul  was 
made  of  that  kind  of  bravery  which  is  commonly  termed  reck¬ 
lessness,  and  while  he  felt  that  the  situation  deserved  serious 
thought,  he  was  not  to  be  frightened  away  by  a  shadow. 
That  Rubio  was  a  desperate  character,  a  relentless  outlaw,  a 
fugitive  from  justice  with  a  price  upon  his  head,  a  man  cor¬ 
dially  feared  and  hated  by  every  American  in  Mexico,  he  well 
knew;  and  the  young  man  had  often  congratulated  himself 
that  his  friends  and  the  outlaw  had  never  come  in  contact, 
when  suddenly  he  found  himself  figuratively  “held  up”  on  the 
road,  and  commanded  to  leave  the  country  and  the  mine  he 
and  his  friends  had  located,  within  seven  days,  or  be  killed: 
and  strangest  of  all,  the  man  who  gave  him  the  warning,  who 
ordered  him  away,  proclaimed  himself  to  be  Rubio  in  person. 

All  the  different  bearings  of  the  situation  flitted  quickly 
through  Paul  Pemberton’s  brain  with  the  speed  of  telegraphy, 
for  with  scarcely  a  perceptible  pause,  he  added: 

“Will  you  make  your  warning  more  explicit,  Senor  Rubio?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  dwarf.  “You  and  your  friends  are 
located  at  La  Mina  Caballito,  an  exhausted  and  abandoned 
mine.  It  is  within  my  domain,  and  while  I  had  no  use  for  it, 
I  allowed  you  to  remain  there  unmolested;  but  now  I  desire 
to  resume  possession  of  my  property,  and  I  have  accosted 
you  on  the  road  for  the  purpose  of  commanding  you  ter 
depart.” 

“Commanding?”  • 

“Aye,  commanding!  Did  I  not  say  that  the  mine  ia  a  part 
of  my  domain?” 
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“But  the  mine  has  been  properly  denounced,  and  I  hold  the 
government’s  license  to  work  it.” 

“Bah!”  exclaimed  Rubio,  contemptuously.  “A  fig  for  the 
government  and  its  license!” 

“It  gives  me  a  right  to  the  property,  nevertheless,”  re¬ 
marked  Paul,  dryly. 

“Don  Paulo,”  said  Rubio,  rising  once  more  to  his  feet,  “it 
is  useless  for  us  to  bandy  words,  or  to  argue  the  merits  of 
an  official  paper,  for  I,  Rubio,  recognize  no  government  but 
my  own  will,  nor  any  paper  but  that  bearing  my  signature. 
The  property  of  which  we  are  speaking  is  mine — by  the  right 
of  force,  if  you  will  accept  no  other;  and  I  command  you  to 
deliver  it  up.” 

“And  if  I  refuse?” 

“You  and  your  friends  will  be  killed.” 

“By  your  orders?” 

“EVen  so.  There  is  one  way  in  which  you  can  remain  and 
have  my  protection,  however.” 

“Ah,  there  is.  What  is  that,  pray?” 

“By  paying  me  two  hundred  dollars  each  month.” 

Paul  smiled  when  the  proposition  was  made  him,  for  it  was 
precisely  what  he  had  been  told  would  happen  to  him  ere  he 

had  been  long  in  Mexico - that  is,  that  the  bandits  would 

demand  a  stated  revenue  of  him,  or  drive  him  from  the 
country;  and  he  had  sworn  he  would  neither  pay  nor  be 
driven  out. 

“It  is  not  the  mine  you  want,  Senor  Rubio,  so  much  as  the 
monthly  tribute?” 

“Even  so.” 

“You  know  that  the  mine  is  practically  played  out,  do 
you  not?” 

“Quien  sabe?”  with  a  shrug  of  his  huge  shoulders.  “You 
are  evidently  there  for  something,  and  if  the  mine  were 
worthless,  you  would  not  remain.  Is  is  not  true?” 

“Quien  sabe?  as  you  say,”  returned  Paul,  laughing  a  little. 
“But  don’t  you  think  it  is  rather  hard  on  me  to  drive  me 
out  of  the  country,  or  force  me  to  pay  more  than  I  can 
afford?” 

“You  must  pay  the  tribute  or  go.” 

“And, you  give  me  seven  days  to  decide  which  I  will  do?” 

“Even  so,  senor.  At  the  expiration  of  seven  days  from  this 
hour  ybu  must  either  meet  me  at  this  spot,  prepared  to  pay 
me  the  first  two  hundred  dollars,  or  you  must  have  left  the 
country.”  j 

“And  if  I  fail  in  both  instances  I  and  my  friends  will  be 
slaughtered — murdered  by  you  and  your  band.  Is  it  so?” 

“It  is  senor.” 

Paul  Pemberton  made  a  quick  movement,  and  before  the 
outlaw  had  time  to  think  what  it  meant,  one  of  the  young 
man’s  six-shooters  was  pointed  directly  at  his  heart. 

Rubio  started  a  little,  and  then  calmly  raised  his  hands 
over  his  head,  as  Paul  sternly  inquired: 

“What  is  to  hinder  my  killing  you  now,  and  thus  ending 
this  business?” 

The  outlaw’s  lips  parted  and  a  strange  piercing  whistle 
came  from  between  them.  Then  with  his  hands  still  raised 
over  his  head,  he  remarked  calmly: 

“Nothing  whatever,  senor;  but  if  you  will  take  the  trouble 
to  look  around  you,  I  think  you  will  conclude  to  return  your 
weapon  to  your  belt  and  accept  my  terms.” 

There  was  a  peculiar  meaning  smile  on  the  outlaw’s  face 
as  he  spoke,  which  seemed  to  carry  conviction  with  it,  and 
Paul  Pemberton,  relaxing  for  the  moment  his  usual  caution, 
followed  the  suggestion  of  Rubio  and  looked  around  him. 

With  an  exclamation  of  great  astonishment,  he  realized 
what  the  bandit  chieftain’s  words  had  meant. 

Surrounding  him  upon  all  sides,  and  each  with  a  rifle 
aimed  directly  at  his  heart,  were  fully  a  score  of  men,  half 
concealed  behind  boulders  and  bushes  and  cactus. 

Not  a  word  had  been  spoken,  but  in  obedience  to  their 
chieftain’s  whistle  the  men  had  silently  arisen  as  if  from  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  each  with  his  deadly  rifle  pointing  at 
the  American  boy’s  heart. 

It  was  an  appalling  moment.  Pemberton  was  equal  to  the 
emeigency,  for,  quickly  returning  his  revolver  to  its  place, 
he  coolly  remarked: 

“The  odds  are  too  great,  Senor  Rubio.  I  believe  I  still 
aay®.  sc\5n  ^a^s  which  to  think  over  your  proposal?” 

You  have,”  replied  Rubio,  waving  his  hand,  at  which  the 
i  *Yi  shoulders  and  rifles  sank  out  of  sight  as  com¬ 
pletely  as  thoughvthe  earth  had  swallowed  them  up. 

In  the  meantime  what  am  I  to  expect?” 

“Nothing.  You  will  be  unmolested.” 


“Bueno!”  and  Paul  tightened  the  reins,  causing  his  hoi'se 
to  start  ahead. 

lie  turned  in  his  saddle  and  raising  his  sombrero,  politely 

said:  * 

“Alios,  Senor  Rubio,  for  seven  long  days.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  BURIED  SECRET. 


A  slight  word  was  all  that  the  beautiful  black  stallion 
needed,  and  he  dashed  away  down  the  trail  with  the  speed 
of  the  wind  toward  La  Mina  Carballito,  where  our  hero,  and 
his  friends  had  been  located  for  the  past  six  months. 

The  party  consisted  of  four  young  men  ranging  from  eigh¬ 
teen  to  twenty-one  years  of  age,  who,  with  the  well-known 
grit  and  pluck  of  the  average  American  youth,  had  joined 
with  Paul  Pemberton  in  the  hazardous  scheme  he  had  under¬ 
taken,  and  altogether  they  were  a  resolute  and  determined 
quintette. 

A  brief  glance  at  the  several  causes  which  led  to  the 
presence  of  these  five  brave  fellows  in  the  wild  mountain 
regions  of  the  state  of  Durango,  Mexico,  will  serve  to  make 
us  better  acquainted  with  their  characteristics,  and  help  us 
in  appreciating  the  adventures  they  met  with  during  their 
unrelenting  search.  Adventures  which,  could  they  have 
foreseen  them  all,  would  never  have  happened,  for  the 
bravest  of  Paul  Pemberton’s  pals  would  have  remained  at 
home  rather  than  face  the  events  of  the  following  year 
could  they  have  been  foretold. 

About  a  year  previous  to  the  time  of  the  interview  between 
Rubio  and  Paul  the  latter  had  been  traveling  through 
Mexico  alone,  and  late  one  afternoon  he  had  come  upon 
one  of  those  monuments  of  Spanish  idolatry — a  solitary 
church — perched  upon  the  top  of  a  small  mountain,  with  not 
a  sign  of  human  habitation  in  sight. 

He  was  hungry  and  tired,  and  he  quickly  resolved  to  seek 
his  night’s  shelter  in  the  old  church,  instead  of  endeavoring  to 
reach  the  next  hacienda,  which  was  several  leagues  farther, 
and  accordingly  after  a  tiresome  ascent,  he  found  himself  at 
the  portal. 

It  was  deserted.  Not  a  sound  or  sign  replied  to  his  call, 
and  dismounting,  he  soon  found  a  means  of  entrance,  and 
discovered  that  he  had  by  chance  hit  upon  one  of  the  very  few 
places  of  worship  which  had  not  been  sacked  and  pillaged 
when  the  Spaniards  were  ordered  out  of  Mexico. 

There  was  the  beautiful  fresco  work  upon  the  ceilings,  the 
rich  and  costly  paintings  on  the  walls,  the  chancel-rail  of 
solid  silver,  worth  hundreds  of  thousands  of  dollars,  the 
carved  and  gilded  confessionals,  and  the  gorgeous  sunlight 
streaming  through  the  stained  glass  windows,  glorifying  the 
brow  of  the  sleeping  infant  in  the  manger  at  Bethlehem,  and 
the  tender  face  of  the  mother  Mary  bending  over  it — the  Ma¬ 
donna  of  some  forgotten  artist  painted  upon  the  altar. 

Paul  stood  silent  as  he  gazed  upon  the  soft  beauty  of  the 
cathedral;  the  rich  coloring  on  every  hand;  paused,  and  in¬ 
stinctively  fell  upon  his  knees  before  a  silver  crucifix,  breath¬ 
es  a  silent  prayer  and  thanksgiving  within  the  walls  that 
had  been  devoid  of  echo  for  years  and  years. 

His  saddle-bags  furnished  him  with  food,  and  a  spring 
under  the  altar  of  the  church  quenched  the  thirst  of  both 
man  and  horse;  and  then  the  young  traveler  began  to  inspect 
his  surroundings  more  closely. 

The  prehistoric  races  of  ‘America— the  Aztecs,  Toltecs, 
lascalans,  and  other  races  of  Mexico — had  furnished  an  in- 
exhaiistible  fund  of  study  and  research  for  him  at  college, 
and  he  was  never  tired  of  endeavoring  to  decipher  some  Mex¬ 
ican  hieroglyphic,  which  had  perhaps  puzzled  the  shrewdest 
scientist.  College  finished,  he  had  eagerly  sought  the  land  of 
those  mysterious  races  who  wrote  so  graphically  with  their 
s  i an ge  crude  pictures,  and  was  just  returning  from  the  site 
°v  an, °  d  Aztec  city  when  night  overtook  him  at  the  deserted 


.Everything  about  the  place  looked  as  though  it  had  beer 

notice,  and  the  dry  air  of  Mexico,  to¬ 
gether  with  the  blight  sun  daily  streaming  through  the  win 
dows,  had  preserved  everything  in  perfect  order. 

As  Paul  looked  more  closely  at  the  stone  flooring  he  was 
several  times  struck  by  strange  figures  upon  them,  and,  upor 

wnvf  5*  andexaimnin*  them  more  closely,  found  that  they 
weie  Aztec  hieroglyphics. 

“Can  it  be  that  this  church  is  erected  upon  the  sight  of  suo 
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oil  Altec  temple?”  he  thought,  searching  eagerly  for  move.! 
He  \*as  right,  as  a  careful  inspection  soon  proved,  for  he 
k  iound  many  .-ixtec  carvings  in  different  places  about  the  ca¬ 
thedral,  some  of  which  were  familiar  to  him,  and  which  he 
readily  deciphered,  and  others  which  he  could  not  under¬ 
stand. 

I'hus,  wandering  about  and  becoming  more  and  more  in¬ 
terested  as  he  proceeded,  he  at  last  ascended  the  chancel 
steps  and  passed  behind  the  altar.  There  he  found  a  large, 
square  stone,  upon  which  was  carved  the  tigure  of  a  huge  bird 
soaring  away  with  a  snake  in  its  beak. 

“By  crawling  under  rocks  ye  may  soar  on  high,”  he  mur¬ 
mured,  translating  the  picture  before  him;  and,  looking 
about  curiously,  he  concluded  that  he  was  at  that  moment 
standing  upon  the  floor  of  the  original  Aztec  temple,  prob¬ 
ably  erected  a  thousand  years  before,  a  part  of  which  the 
Spaniards  had  utilized  in  building  thefr  own  place  of  worship 
when  they  erected  so  many  of  them  during  the  sixteenth  and 
seventeenth  centuries.  , 

Many  of  the  stones  were  loose  in  the  floor,  the  cement 
having  crumbled,  and  with  his  knife  he  began  working  around 
,  tne  edges  of  the  stone  containing  the  bird  picture. 

The  work  was  begun  methodically,  almost  without  thought, 
but  he  presently  became  interested  in  it,  and  soon  had  the 
stone  entirely  loose  from  the  others.  Then,  securing  a  wedge, 
he  worked  it  into  the  crack,  and  by  degrees  removed  the 
>  stone  from  its  resting-place  of  many  centuries. 

A  compartment  of  about  two  feet  square  and  equally  deep 
was  revealed,  and  lying  upon  the  bottom  was  a  roll  that  re¬ 
sembled  parchment. 

With  a  glad  cry  he  seized  the  roll  and  took  it  from  its 
resting-place,  replacing  the  stone  where  he  had  found  it. 

With  a  match  from  his  pocket,  Paul  lighted  several  of  the 
candles  that  were  about  the  altar,  and  proceeded  to  examine 
his  prize. 

When  entirely  unrolled,  the  parchment  measured  nearly 
thirty  feet  in  length,  and  was  covered  with  pictures  and  fig¬ 
ures  of  all  sizes  and  descriptions. 

At  one  end  was  a  hand  pointing  upward,  and  at  the  other 
was  the  figure  of  a  man  in, the  garb  of  a  high  priest  of  the 
sun  worshipers,  while  scattered  about  him  in  confusion, 
and  yet  forming  a  complete  circle,  were  what  appeared  to  be 
a  numberless  metal-bound  chests,  and  at  each  chest  was  the 
figure  of  a  man  in  a  position  denoting  worship. 

Along  the  parchment,  in  different  positions,  were  repre¬ 
sentations  of  the  flights  of  birds,  the  rising  and  setting  of  the 
sun  occurring  at  frequent  intervals. 

Paul’s  familiarity  with  Aztec  picture-writing  led  hiyn  to  at 
once  conjecture  that  the  parchment  was  descriptive  of  a  jour¬ 
ney,  and  congratulating  himself  upon  having  found  some¬ 
thing  valuable  to  science,  he  put  the  scroll  in  his  saddle-bags, 
and  finding  a  comfortable  place,  went  to  sleep, 
i  Many  days  of  fatiguing  travel  followed,  and  although  he 
frequently  thought  of  it,  the  parchment  was  not  again  un¬ 
rolled  until  he  was  in  his  home  in  the  north. 

Then  he  went  to  work  to  decipher  it. 

1  will  not  weary  the  reader  with  an  account  of  his  many 
weeks  of  close  study  before  he  had  succeeded  in  unraveling 
the  secrets  of  the  strange  document,  but  the  following  is  a 
correct  copy  of  Paul  Pemberton’s  translation  of  the  Aztec 
parchment  which  he  had  found  under  the  altar  of  the  de¬ 
serted  church. 

“I,  a  most  high  priest  of  the  god  lxcauxtl,  have  this  day 
completed  the  tribute  demanded  by  him  for  the  last  war  (or 
battie).  The  one  hundredth  chest  has  been  filled  with  gold, 

*  and  they  have  one  by  one  been  consigned  to  the  hiding  place 
designated.  For  him  who  succeedeth  me  as  most  high  priest, 
should  he  have  need  theerof,  let  him  follow  the  eagle  for 
three  full  nisrhts  from  the  coming  up  of  the  sun  until  its 
going  down,  diagonally  to  the  right  of  the  setting  sun  (north¬ 
west),  and  then  let  him  pause.  Then  let  him  face  three- 
quarters  about,  and  follow  along  a  canyon  in  the  mountains 
one  eagle’s  flight  and  until  the  sun  setteth — until  he 
emergeth  upon  a  plateau  surrounded  by  mountains  and  hav¬ 
ing  two  entrances — the  canyon  at  one  side  and  the  river 
course  from  the  higher  mountains  at  the  other.  In  this 

*  plateau  (or  elevated  valley)  of  the  length  and  breadth  of  one 
(  b-rd’s  flight,  are  concealed  the  one  hundred  chests  of  gold,  in 

a  cavern  made  by  the  war  god.  In  the  center  of  the  plateau 
j*  a  atone  like  that  which  covereth  this  scroll,  and  beneath 
ttat  atone  i.  an  arrow  which  points  directly  toward  the  one 
hundred  cheats  of  gold,  which  I,  the  most  high  priest  of  the 
god  Ixcauxtl,  have  cau  ed  to  be  collected  and  preserved,  and 


hat  each  chest  may  be  purified,  one  hundred  human  sacri¬ 
fices  have  been  rendered  up;  one  hundred  worshipers  of  gold 
nave  been  slam.” 

Paul  had  studied  it  over  and  over,  and  the  more  he  stud¬ 
ied  the  more  convinced  he  became  that  his  translation  was 
correct;  that  he  had  only  to  return  to  the  deserted  church, 
and  by  following  the  directions  given  in  the  parchment  find 
ti.e  hidden  treasure,  and  thus  become  possessed  of  the  one 
hundred  chests  of  gold. 

But  he  had  no  thought  of  going  alone.  That  would  be  use¬ 
less,  and  he  determined  to  select  four  of  the  most  trusty  and 
reliable  companions,  and  ask  them  to  accompany  him. 

Thus  it  happened  that  one  morning  just  six  months  before 
the  time  when  our  story  opens,  Paul  Pemberton  accompanied 
by  Harry  De  Forest,  Will  Lovel,  Charlie  King  and  Jim  Mc- 
Lallen,  all  magnificently  mounted  and  armed,  and  followed 
by  three  Mexican  servants  and  a  drove  of  laden  burros,  had 
issued  from  the  canyon  upon  the  hidden  plateau  so  com¬ 
pletely  surrounded  by  impassable  mountains,  as  described  in 
the  Aztec  parchment  translated  by  Paul. 

They  were  all  five  sworn  friends  and  companions,  and  had 
been  so  from  boyhood,  and  when  they  had  been  made  ac¬ 
quainted  with  the  contents  of  the  document  found  by  Paul, 
and  asked  to  accompany  him,  they  had,  without  a  dissenting 
voice,  joined  with  him  in  this  habzardous  undertaking. 

In  the  valley,  near  the  mouth  of  the  river-course  (the 
second  entrance  spoken  of  in  the  parchment)  was  an  aban¬ 
doned,  worked-out  Spanish  mine,  and  near  it  the  adventurous 
young  men  had  erected  their  tents  and  settled;  and  it  was 
toward  this  camp  that  our  hero  was  hastening  when  he  left 
Rubio  in  the  trail  above. 


CHAPTER  III. 

'  THE  SECRET  BALLOT  TREACHERY. 

“Boys,”  cried  Paul,  dashing  up  to  where  his  companions 
were  lounging  about,  some  reading,  and  all  impatiently 
awaiting  the  meal  under  process  of  preparation  by  the  Mex¬ 
ican  servants,  “1  have  news  for  you.” 

“Have  you  found  the  arrow?”  cxied  Han-y  De  Foi’est,  while 
they  all  sprang  to  their  feet  in  eager  expectancy. 

“No,”  replied  Paul.  “I  have  not  even  looked  for  it  to-day, 
as  you  all  know;  but  I  have  found  something  else*” 

“What?”  asked  Jim  McLallen,  dryly,  “your  appetite?” 

“Yes,”  laughed  Paul,  “and  more,  too;  I  have  been  held  up 
on  the  trail,  about  three  miles  out  of  the  valley,  by  that  ras- 
cah  Rubio.” 

“Rubio!” 

The  boys  echoed  the  name  in  astonishment. 

They  had  been  warned  that  he  and  his  band  of  outlaws 
would  not  allow  them  to  l'emain  in  the  mountains  long  with¬ 
out  paying  tribute,  but  they  had  been  there  so  long  without 
hearing  anything  of  him  that  they  had  almost  forgotten  his 
name;  but  now  that  Paul  had  been  accosted  by  him,  the  ter¬ 
rible  stories  they  had  heard  of  the  bandit’s  atrocities  came 
back  to  them  emphatically. 

“Yes,  Rubio,”  repeated  Paul,  “and  he  Bias  given  us  seven 
days  in  which  to  get  out  of  the  country,  or - ” 

“Or  what?”  asked  Charlie  King. 

“WTe  may  remain,”  continued  Paul,  “by  paying  Rubio  a 
monthly  revenue  of  two  hundred  dollars.” 

“Suppose  we  choose  to  remain  without  paying,  what  then?” 
asked  Will  Lovel,  who  seldom  spoke,  and  who,  on  account 
of  his  pronounced  obstinacy,  had  been  nicknamed  Buck  by 
his  companions. 

“Why,  in  that  case  he  says  we  will  all  be  killed,”  answered 
Paul. 

For  a  few  moments  all  were  silent,  each  proceeding  quietly 
with  his  meal,  which  had  been  begun  as  soon  as  Paul  hail 
arrived. 

Not  another  word  was  spoken  until  Buck  Lovell,  having 
finished  his  supper,  threw  himself  flat  upon  the  grass,  and 
gazing  up  at  the  stais  which  were  beginning  to  appear,  broke 
the  silence. 

“Well,  Paul,”  he  said,  “tell  us  of  what  you  ai'e  thinking, 
and  then  let  us  consult  together  as  to  what  is  best  to  be 
done.” 

Paul  Pemberton  arose  to  his  feet  and  looked  earnestly  at 
his  companions.  He  was  something  over  six  feet  in  height, 
and  bu'lt  in  proportions.  He  looked  as  lie  stood  there  the  em¬ 
bodiment  of  manly  power  and  grace,  capable  in  every  way  of 
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being  the  leader  of  a  much  larger  band  than  the  one  which 
he  had  with  him  at  that  moment. 

“Boys,”  he  said,  speaking  in  a  moderate  yet  emphatic  way, 
ami  using  a  low  tone  intended  only  for  their  ears,  “I  bx-ought 
you  here  upon  what  many  called  a  wild-goose  chase;  but  we 
found  the  church — though  desecrated  and  robbed  since  I  had 
visited  it — and  by  carefully  following  the  directions  which 
1  deciphered  from  the  old  parchment,  reached  this  spot,  which 
is  beyond  doubt  the  valley  referred  to  in  the  document. 

“It  is  now  six  months  since  we  camped  here  first,  and  as 
yet  we  have  found  no  traces  of  the  stone  underneath  which 
lies  the  directing  arrow,  although  we  have  searched  dili¬ 
gently  and  unceasingly  for  it,  not  a  single  day  having  elapsed 
since  we  came  when  one  or  more  of  us  were  not  prosecuting 
the  search. 

“The  stone  remains  undiscovered.  The  arrow  which  is  to 
point  out  the  way  to  the  hidden  treasure  is  apparently  as  far 
away  from  our  ken  as  when  we  were  in  our  northern  homes. 

“To-day,  while  returning  through  the  upper  canyon,  I  was, 
held  up  and  commanded  to  leave  the  country,  or  pay  tribute 
to  a  scoundrel  named  Rubio,  who  says  we  are  trespassing 
upon  his  domain,  and  who  threatens  to  kill  us  all  if  we  do  not 
obey. 

“Now  there  are  sevei-al  courses  open  for  our  selection. 

“One  is  to  remain  the  seven  days  and  then  leave,  with  or 
without  having  found  the  treasure;  another  is  to  remain  and 
pay  what  this  bandit  demands;  a  third  is  to  give  up  the 
search  now,  as  useless,  and  leave  in  the  morning;  and  the 
fourth,  and  last,  is  to  stay  and  not  pay,  and  defy  this  outlaw 
chieftain  and  his  band,  who  outnumber  us  ten  to  one,  and 
who  know  every  rock  and  turn  of  these  mountain  canyons, 
and  the  locality  of  every  boulder  large  enough  to  conceal  the 
body  of  a  man. 

“They  are  armed  with  carbines,  and  we  are  armed  with 
Spencer  rifles,  which  shoot  sixteen  times  without  reloading.” 

He  ceased  speaking,  and  gazed  earnestly  at  the  upturned 
faces  before  him. 

“I  leave  it  all  with  you,”  he  added,  “as  to  which  of  the  four 
courses  we  adopt.  Either  of  the  first  three  are  safe  ones, 
while  should  the  fourth  be  selected,  it  will  bring  upon  us  a 
perpetual  and  deadly  warfare  with  Rubio  and  his  band,  out 
of  which  we  cannot  all  expect  to  escape  alive;  perhaps  none 
of  us. 

“I  have  thought  the  matter  carefully  over,”  he  continued, 
after  another  short  pause,  “and  I  have  concluded  that  the  best 
and  fah'est  way  of  deciding  this  question  is  by  secret  ballot. 

“I  will  place  my  hat  upon  the  ground  behind  the  tent,  and 
one  by  one  you  can  go  to  it;  those  who  favor  the  fourth  and 
last  course  will  drop  a  cax-tridge  in  it,  and  those  who  favor 
uny  one  of  the  other  three  will  dx-op  in  a  coin,  and  eaclr  one 
is  expected  to  stand  upright  when  he  casts  his  vote,  that  he 
may  not  see  ho\y  the  one  who  preceded  him  voted. 

“I  will  now  place  my  hat  behind  the  tent,  leaving  my  own 
ballot  in  it  as  I  do  so.” 

Amid  profound  silence  Paul  strode  away  in  the  darkness, 
and  disappeai-ed  behind  the  tent. 

Not  a  sound  could  be  heard,  save  an  occasional  exclamation 
from  the  Mexicans  over  their  game  of  monte,  by  the  fire¬ 
light,  or  the  stamp  of  a  horse’s  hoof  upon  the  solid  earth. 

In  a  moment  more  Paul  returned  hatless,  and  rejoined  the 
group,  motioning  Buck  to  go  and  cast  his  vote. 

Presently  he  returned,  and  Jim  went  next,  and  so  one  by 
one  they  disappeared  behind  the  tent,  to  reappear  again  with 
solemn  faces,  that  had  in  them  a  newborn  firmness. 

“Now,  Buck,”  said  Paul,  when  they  had  all  returned,  after 
having  dropped  their  votes  in  the  hat,  “you  and  Jim  go  to¬ 
gether  and  bring  the  hat  to  me;  we  will  then  look  in  it  to¬ 
gether.” 

Thus  commanded,  the  two  addressed  went  for  the  reposi¬ 
tory  of  the  votes,  and  in  a  moment  more  it  was  on  the 
ground  in  front  of  Paul  Pemberton. 

Striking  a  waxen  match  he  held  it  down  closely  over  the 
hat,  while  they  all  bent  forward  eagerly  to  see  what  it  con¬ 
tained. 

With  one  unanimous  cry  of  pleasux-e  they  grasped  each 
other’s  hand  in  a  hearty  clasp. 

The  hat  contained  five  cartridges.  1 

“Thank  you,  boys,”  said  Paul,  simply,  but  with  a  throb 
of  pride  and  satisfaction  in  his  tones.  “I  knew  how  you 
would  vote,  and  yet  I  feared;  but  had  you  all  put  in  coins  1 
should  have  stuck  to  my  cartridge  alone,  for  I  will  not  return 
to  be  laughed  at  by  the  skeptics  at  home,  nor  will  I  ever 
turn  aside  from  an  undertaking  which  I  have  set  out  to  ac-| 
complish.”  | 


“We  have  seven  days  before  the  music  begins,  remarked 
Harry,  “and  1  think  we  had  bettex-  employ  that  time  in  pre- 
„ar  I  to  receive  Mr.  Rubio  with  due  ceremony.” 

P  “1  have  an  idea,”  suddenly  exclaimed  Will  Lovel,  who  had 

b6“ What&is * *i t*? ”S asleep  Paul ,  quietly,  for  he  thoroughly  ap¬ 
preciated  Buck’s  clear  head  and  cool  dftermin&tioiL  „ 

“This  ”  returned  Buck,  rapidly,  now  that  he  had  foimed  his 
idea  into  shape.  “We  brought  with  us  several  small  kegs  of 
blasting  powder,  thinking  that  they  might  prove  necessary. 
Verv  well-  with  one  of  them  we  can  blow  up  that  leaning 
wall  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  down  the  lower  canyon,  and 
thus  form  a  complete  bari'icade  there,  so  that  theie  %\ill  be 
absolutely  no  means  of  entrance  and  exit  to  and  Horn  this 
valley  except  by  the  upper  canyon.” 

“That  is  what  an  army  officer  would  call  cutting  off  from 
the  base  of  supplies,”  muttered  Harry. 

“A  good  idea,  though,”  said  Jim. 

“Capital,”  echoed  the  others. 

“When  the  time  comes  for  us  to  leave  hei;e,  we  will  be 
obliged  to  find  oui'  way  over  the  mountains,  instead  of  re¬ 
turning  the  way  we  came  if  we  do  that,”  said  Chax-lie. 

“Veiy  true,”  replied  Buck,  gravely.  “But  we  may  as  well 
understand  now  that  if  we  l-emain  in  this  valley  a  week 
longer  we  will  never  leave  it  unless  we  or  the  government 
have  extei'rninated  Rubio  and  his  gang.”  /’f 

“It  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  forever,”  hummed  Jim, 
dolefully.  “Anyhow,  fellows,  there  is  enough  to  eat  here. 

nnu ~  .  '  1  ’  M1  "  ‘ B 


good  water.” 

“Two  of  our  members  must  be  constantly  on  guard  while 
the  remaining  three  are  prosecuting  the  search  and  resting,” 
remaiked  Paul  thoughtfully. 

“Friends,”  he  added,  in  a  moment  more,  “I  have  been, 
through  coui’tesy  moi-e  than  anything  else,  the  leader  of  this 
party  heertofore.  I  shall  from  this  time  on  assume  absolute 
command,  and  expect  implicit  obedience.  Shall  I  have  it?” 

“You  sliall!”  they  responded,  as  with  one  voice. 

“Very  well.  I  will  now  issue  my  first  ox*ders. 

“In  my  absence  or  disability  you  will  look  upon  Buck  as 
your  leader.  To-morrow  morning  Buck  and  Harry  will 
reconnoiter  near  the  leaning  wall  in  the  lower  canyon  for  a 
good  spot  for  the  blast.  Charlie  will  remain  near  camp  and 
continue  the  search  for  the  stone  and  ai-row,  while  Jim  and  I 
will  gallop  up  the  upper  canyon  in  seai’ch  of  the  most  ad¬ 
vantageous  point  of  defense — a  point  which  two  of  our  num¬ 
ber  could  hold.  I  think  I  know  such  a  spot,  but  1  wish  to 
study  it  moi-e  carefully  than  I  have  done.” 

“How  about  the  succeeding  days?”  asked  Chai-lie,  who  did 
not  relish  his  part  of  the  px-ogramme. 

“They  will  be  differently  arranged,  of  coui-se,”  l'eplied  Paul. 
“Now  turn  in,  boys,  and  sleep  soundly,  for  we  have  seven 
days  befoi-e  any  one  will  molest  us;  but,  then,  mind  you,  we  ,  J 
will  need  all  our  nerve  and  all  our  pei’sevei’ance  in  order  to 
succeed. 

“Of  one  thing  I  am  resolved,”  he  continued,  impressively’,  \ 
“and  that  is  this:  either  I,  Paul  Pemberton,  will  end  my  days 
in  this  valley  or  I  will  leave  it  having  found  the  one  hundred 
chests  of  gold.” 

Exchanging  hearty  “good-nights,”  they  entered  the  tents,  | 
and  presently  they  were  one  and  all  sound  asleep. 

But  had  they  been  vigilant  they  would  have  seen  the  figure 
of  one  of  their  Mexican  servants  x-ise  from  a  little  hollow  in 
the  ground  near  where  they  had  been  talking,  and  steal 
silently  away  in  the  darkness,  soon  falling  into  that  rapid 
monotonous  trot  for  which  the  Mexican  Indians  are  notorious. 

A  half-hour’s  travel  brought  him  to  the  nxouth  of  the  upper  -4  j 
canyon,  where  he  paused  and  gave  a  low  whistle. 

It  was  instantly  answered,  and  from  behind  a  huge  boulder 
appealed  the  figure  of  the  dwarfed  bandit  chieftain.  Rubio. 


« 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  BANDIT’S  PLOT. 

“You  are  late,”  was  the  first  remark  made  by  Rubio,  as  he  f 
stepped  out  to  meet  the  treacherous  servant  of  the  American  J 
boys  who  had  come  to  the  nxouth  of  the  canyon  to  meet  him.  1 
He  spoke  in  the  Spanish  tongue,  although  both  could  con-  I 
verse  fluently  in  English  when  they  chose.  ’ 

‘I  could  not  avoid  it,  senor,”  replied  the  servant,  whose 
name  was  Juan,  and  who  was  an  officer  in  Rubio’s  command. 
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“Vou  wore  right  in  supposing  your  announcement  to-day 
'  ouhi  cause  a  council  of  war  to  be  held,  and  I  remained  to 
near  all  that  passed  between  them.” 

"Ah!"  muttered  Rubio;  “they  will  fly,  of  course?” 

“No,  senor.” 

"No'.’"  rubbing  his  hands  together  gleefully.  ‘‘It  is  better 
than  I  hoped.  They  will  then  pay  tribute  to  me — Rubio — 
bueno!” 

*  No,  senor.” 

“What!  Do  they  defy — me — me!” 

“Si,  senor.” 

The  bandit  chieftain  was  too  much  astonished  to  speak  for 
a  moment,  but  taking  his  companion  by  the  arm,  he  drew  him 
behind  the  boulder  from  whence  he  had  emerged  a  moment 
before. 

“Come,”  he  said,  “we  can  light  a  cigarette  in  here,  and  you 
may  tell  me  all  there  is  to  tell,  and  then  return  to  your  post 
with  the  Americans,”  and  two  tiny  sparks  of  fire  presently 
attested  their  whereabouts,  seated  upon  a  rock  just  within  the 
entrance  to  the  canyon,  and  the  figure  of  a  man  creeping  cau¬ 
tiously  along  the  base  of  the  mountain  from  the  direction  of 
the  camp  spied  the  little  lights,  and  acted  accordingly,  drop¬ 
ping  flat  upon  the  ground  and  edging  along  slowly  and  surely 
until  he  was  within  earshot — until  he  was  close  enough  to 
hear  nearly  all  that  was  said  between  the  two  men;  and  then 
he  allowed  himself  to  lie  as  still  as  though  he  were  dead. 

Juan  had  nearly  completed  his  recital  of  what  had  taken 
place  at  the  camp,  where  it  had  been  decided  to  defy  the 
bandit  chieftain  and  his  men,  and  was  just  describing  Paul’s 
plans  for  defending  the  valley,  which,  owing  to  his  limited 
knowledge  of  English,  he  had  imperfectly  understood. 

He  had  comprehended  that  it  was  the  boy’s  intention  to 
blow  up  the  walls  of  the  lower  canyon,  but  he  could  not  de¬ 
scribe  how  it  was  to  be  accomplished,  except  that  in  some 
manner  a  cliff  was  to  be  tumbled  over  into  the  ravine,  thus 
blocking  it  entirely. 

“When  is  this  work  to  be  done?”  asked  Rubio,  frowning 
savagely. 

“Within  the  next  seven  days.” 

“Ah,  so  they  deem  themselves  safe  for  seven  days,  eh?” 

“They  do.” 

The  outlaw  laughed  aloud. 

“They  do  not  imagine  that  I  have  a  spy  in  their  midst,  who 
keeps  me  informed  of  everything  they  say  and  do,”  he 
.chuckled.  “But  why  do  they  remain  at  a  mine  which  they 
must  know  by  this  time  to  be  worthless?” 

“They  are  searching  for  a  buried - ” 

“Yes,  you  have  told  me  that  before:  but  why  do  they  think 
there  is  a  treasure  buried  in  the  valley  ?  Have  you  found 
that  out?”  < 

“No,  senor;  nothing  more  than  that  they  seek  for  one 
hundred  chests  of  gold;  but  who  buried  the  gold,  or  how  they 
know  it  to  be  here  I  cannot  tell.” 

“Perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  let  them  work  on,  unmo¬ 
lested  until  they  find  the  gold,”  mused  Rubio.  “I  can  then 
pounce  down  upon  them  and  take  it  with  very  little  trouble*; 
whereas,  if  1  kill  them  now,  the  gold  may  be  lost  forever.” 

“I  do  not  think  so,  senor.” 

“Why?” 

“I  think  the  secret  is  now  in  the  possession  of  one  of  them.” 

“Which  one?” 

“Their  leader.”  '• 

“Don  Paulo?”  ^ 

“The  same,  senor.  If  I  mav  be  allowed  to  suggest  some¬ 
thing - ” 

“Proceed.” 

“I  would  surprise  them  at  night  when  they  are  sleeping, 
and  kill  them  all  with  the  exception  of  Don  Paulo - ” 

“Well,  what  more?” 

•  Take  him  prisoner  and  compel  him  to  reveal  the  secret 
he  possesses.  Then,  at  our  leisure,  and  with  our  greater 
knowledge  of  the  rocks  and  mountains  as  well  as  the  valley 
itself,  we  can  search  for  and  find  the  treasure.” 

Rubio  remained  silent  a  moment. 

"Bueno!”  he  exclaimed,  finally.  “Your  suggestion  is  a  good 
or<‘*,  Juan.  How  -hall  we  surprise  them?” 

“Easily.” 

“Do  they  not  kepp  watch?” 

"No;  they  had  no  idea  that  you  were  in  this  region  until 
to-day,  and  they  deem  themselves  perfectly  secure  for  seven 
day  .  Wie  n  I  left  to-night  they  were  all  sleeping.” 

rf.<'t  rn-  hear  your  plan,  Juan,”  said  Rubio,  rolling  a  fresh 
it- tte  and  complacently  striking  a  cerillo. 

J  jun  ro  <  to  I  feet  to  give  his  words  emphasis,  and  feel¬ 


ing  thoroughly  secure  from  being  observed  or  overheard, 
spoke  in  an  ordinary  tone. 

“To-morrow  two  of  them  ride  to  the  lower  canyon,  and 
two  of  them  to  this  one.  Of  the  two  who  come  this  way  Don 
Paulo  is  one.  They  could  be  lassoed  in  the  canyon  and  held. 
Meanwhile  the  other  two  are  but  drawing  our  net  more 
tightly  around  them,  for  by  blocking  the  lower  canyon  they 
cut  off  all  means  of  escape  from  the  valley  except  by  this 
pass,  and  they  can  never  get  through  here  alive  unless  we 
permit  it.  One  of  them,  Senor  King,  remains  behind  with 
the  two  servants  and  myself.  Of  the  two,  1  have  approached 
Ignacio,  and  we  can  depend  upon  him,  but  Manuelito,  I  am 
convinced,  will  not  join  us,  so  his  fate  must  be  the  same  as 
theirs. 

“My  plan  is  as  follows: 

“Allow  them  to  go  to  the  lower  canyon  unmolested,  but 
have  Don  Paulo  and  his  companion  lassoed  as  they  are  re¬ 
turning.  Senores  Lovelo  and  his  companion  cannot  get  back 
to  the  camp  until  the  following  night,  and  in  the  meantime 
Senor  King  and  Manuelito  can  be  taken  prisoners  or  killed  by 
Ignacio  and  myself. 

“To-morrow  night  you  can  bring  a  few  men  in,  who  can 
hide  in  the  tent,  and  when  Senor  Lovelb  and  the  other  re¬ 
turns,  they  can  be  shot  before  they  have  a  suspicion  that 
anything  is  wrong.  Afterward  Don  Paulo  can  be  compelled 
to  reveal  his  secret.  Is  not  my  plan  a  good  one?” 

“Excellent!”  cried  Rubio,  rising  to  his  feet,  and  casting 
aside  his  cigarette.  “It  shall  be  carried  out  to  the  letter.  At 
what  time  do  they  start?” 

“At  daybreak.” 

“Bueno!  Let  them  go  their  ways;  I  will  teach  them  to  defy 
Rubio,  for  I  will  have  their  gold  and  their  lives  as  well,  in 
payment  of  the  tribute  due  me.” 

“Return  now  to  the  Americans,  Juan,  for  with  to-morrow 
your  servitude  ends,  and  you  shall  have  Don  Paulo  for  a 
servant  instead.” 

Juan’s  eyes  glistened  as  he  obeyed. 

“Bueno  noches,  Senor,”  he  said,  and  disappeared  in  the 
darkness,  while  the  bandit  chief  leaped  upon  his  horse,  which 
was  standing  near,  and  galloped  away  up  the  ravine. 

Then  the  silent,  motionless  figure  straightened  up, 
stretched  his  arms  and  legs  a  moment,  and  uttered  a  low 
whistle. 

It  was  answered  from  a  clump  of  bushes  a  hundred  feet 
away,  and  in  an  instant  more,  with  hasty  steps,  a  tall,  ath¬ 
letic  form  appeared  out  of  the  darkness. 

It  was  Paul  PembeTton,  and  the  figure  who  had  crept  so 
stealthily  upon  the  bandits,  to  overhear  their  conversation, 
was  that  of  the  incorruptible  servant,  Manuelito. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  EXECUTION — MANUELITO. 

It  did  not  require  much  time  for  Manuelito  to  tell  Paul 
everything  that  he  had  overheard  in  the  conversation  be¬ 
tween  the  two  bandits,  and  that  our  hero  was  surprised  can 
readily  be  understood. 

He  had  thrown  himself  upon  his  cot  in  the  tent  with  the 
others,  after  the  council  and  voting  were  finished,  and  was 
soon  soundly  sleeping. 

Suddenly  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  forehead,  and  a  voice 
whispered  in  his  ear: 

“Hist!  Come  with  me!” 

He  had  silently  arisen  and  passed  from  the  shelter  of  the 
tent,  to  find  that  it  was  Manuelito  who  had  called  him. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  he  had  questioned  somewhat  impa¬ 
tiently,  and  then  Manuelito  had  told  him  how  Juan  and  left 
him  and  Ignacio  at  their  cards,  and  that  he  had  a  moment 
later  seen  him  creeping  toward  the  boys  for  the  purpose  of 
overhearing  what  was  said.  He  had  kept  one  eye  upon  the 
traitor,  and  when  everybody  retired  for  the  night,  Manuelito 
had  remained  awake,  and  seeing  Juan  go  away,  he  imme¬ 
diately  aroused  el  capitan. 

“What  is  to  be  done?”  asked  Paul.  “Where  has  Juan 
gone  ?” 

“1  do  not  know,”  replied  Hanuelito.  “There’s  but  one  place 
for  him  to  go,  and  that  is  to  the  canyon.” 

Accordingly  the  servant  had  started  away  in  the  darkness 
in  pursuit  of  Juan,  and  far  enough  in  the’  rear  so  that  the 
dark  outline  of  Manuelito’s  figure  was  just  discernible,  had! 
followed  the  tall  form  of  Paul  Pemberton,  greatly  troubled  by 
this  unexpected  discovery. 
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How  Manuelito  crept  upon  the  unsuspecting  bandits  and 
overheard  the  plot  against  the  brave  American  boys,  we  al¬ 
ready  know. 

As  soon  as  Paul  thoroughly  appreciated  the  situation  he 
thanked  the  brave  Mexican  who  had  so  opportunely  kept 
watch,  and  then  with  long  strides  he  started  back  toward  the 
camp.  His  lips  were  set  tightly  together,  and  there  was  a 
look  of  stem  determination  in  his  face  that  boded  ill  for  Juan 
and  Ignacio. 

He  had  hastened  on  for  a  little  way,  when  the  Mexican’s 
hand  was  again  laid  upon  him. 

“If  the  senor  will  allow  me,”  he  said,  “I  will  enter  the  camp 
first.  Juan  may  be  on  the  lookout,  and  if  he  saw  us  return¬ 
ing'  together  he  would  know  that  he  is  discovered.” 

“Yes,  go,”  said  Paul,  and  as  soon  as  Manuelito  was  out  of 
sight  in  the  darkness  the  American  youth  sat  down  upon  the 
plain  to  wait. 

“It  must  be  so,”  he  said  to  himself.  “I  do  not  like  the  duty, 
but  it  must  nevertheless  be  executed,”  and  then  he  rose  and 
strode  onward. 

He  reached  the  tent,  and  entering  quietly,  he  awoke  the 
four  sleepers,  cautioning  them  to  make  no  noise  as  he  did  so. 

When  they  were  all  awake  arid  attentive  he  told  them  what 
had  happened,  and  bade  each  to  think  over  \vfiat  was  best  to 
be  done  for  their  defense,  and  tell  him  in  the /morning. 

“As  for  Juan,”  he  said  grimly,  “you  need  give  him  no 
thought,  for  I  have  already  settled  his  fate  in  my  mind.” 

And  then  they  returned  to  their  cots.  But  not  to  sleep. 

Every  mind  was  active,  and  every  nerve  braced  to  meet  the 
precipitated  difficulties. 

By  and  by  the  darkness  began  to  disappear,  and  dawn  was 
upon  them. 

With  one  impulse  they  arose  and  stepped  from  the  tent. 

The  three  servants  were  already  about;  the  fire  was  lighted, 
and  preparations  for  breakfast  were  begun. 

Paul  walked  gravely  toward  them,  and  when  he  had  nearly 
reached  the  spot  where  Juan  was  standing  he  paused. 

“Juan!”  he  said  coldly. 

The  Mexican  looked  up  quickly  and  then,  with  a  hoarse  cry 
of  affright,  started  back. 

“Put  up  your  hands!”  ordered  Paul,  sternly. 

The  Mexican  obeyed,  falilng  upon  his  knees  at  the  same 
time,  in  a  mute  appeal  for  mercy;  but  there  was  none  in  the 
set  lines  of  Paul  Pemberton’s  face  as  he  directed  Charlie 
King  to  disarm  the  kneeling  Mexican. 

“Juan,”  said  Paul  icily,  “I  followed  you  last  night,  and  your 
meeting  with  Rubio  was  seen  and  the  conversation  overheard. 
There  is  no  need  for  me  to  say  more.” 

“Mercy!  mercy!”  screamed  Juan.  * 

“You  have  just  five  minutes  to  live,”  continued  Paul,  look¬ 
ing  at  his  watch,  and,  turning,  he  directed  the  boys  to  get 
their  guns. 


They  did  so,  and  then,  while  Jim  kept  the  traitor  Juan 
covered  with  his  revolver,  Paul  cut  the  balls  from  two  car¬ 
tridges,  thus  leaving  two  of  the  rifles  loaded,  and  two  con¬ 
taining  only  powder. 

Then  he  once  more  mounted  guard  over  the  Mexican,  while 
the  four  arranged  themselves  in  line  some  thirty  yards  away. 
v  “Mercy!”  cried  the  wretch.  “Do  not  fire,  senor,  and  to¬ 
night  I  will  take  you  to  Rubio’s  camp,  and  you  can  kill  them 
all.” 


“Scoundrel!”  cried  Paul,  aghast  at  the  man’s  infamy. 
“Would  you  betray  your  own  comrades?  Double-dyed 
traitor!  Worse  than  assassin! 

“Fire!”  he  cried,  and  four  sharp  reports  rung  out  as  one 
upon  the  early  morning  air,  while  the  Mexican,  without  a 
sound,  fell  forward  on  his  face  dead. 

“Now,  where  is  Ignacio?”  asked  Paul,  turning  to  look  for 
Juan’s  companion,  but  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 

Suddenly  Buck  discovered  him  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
away,  making  toward  the  canyon  as  fast  as  his  legs  would 
carry  him. 

“He  is  leaving,”  murmured  Jim. 

“After  him!”  cried  Buck,  starting  for  a  horse;  but  Manu¬ 
elito,  who  had  apparently  taken  in  the  situation  at  a  glance, 
was  already  astride  of  Paul’s  stallion,  and  in  an  instant  more 
was  galloping  furiously  toward  the  flying  and  frightened 
fugitive. 

Buck  was  about  to  follow,  but  Paul  stopped  him. 

“Let  them  go,”  he  said.  “I  was  about  to  send  Ignacio  to 
Rubio’s  camp  in  safety,  but  inasmuch  as  Manuelito  is  after 
him,  let  his  fate  be  what  it  will.  We  all  owe  our  lives  to 
Manuelito.” 


And  then  all  were  silent,  for  by  that  time  the  horseman  had 
nearly  overtaken  the  flying  servant. 

Suddenly  he  stopped  and  turned  squai’e  around. 

The  five  spectators  saw  a  flash,  saw  Manuelito  reel  in  his 
saddle  and  nearly  fall,  then  recover  himself  just  as  the  sound 
of  the  explosion  of  the  firearm  reached  them. 

Then  the  fugitive  turned  again  and  flew  onward  over  the 
level  plain  as  though  fear  gave  him  wings. 

But  he  was,  of  course,  no  match  for  the  fleet  horse  ridden 
by  Manuelito. 

'  The  brave  Mexican  boy  had  taken  a  lasso  on  his  arm,  with 
true  Mexican  instinct,  when  he  had  mounted  the  horse,  and 
he  now  began  swinging  it  in  bellowy  circles  over  his  head. 

Suddenly  it  left  his  hand,  and  shot  like  a  serpent  through 
the  air,  falling  over  the  flying  man’s  head. 

Ere  the  coil  had  fairly  settled  upon  Ignacio’s  shoulders,  the 
horse,  true  to  the  word  of  command,  had  halted,  and  in  an 
instant  more  had  bounded  off  at  a  sharp  angle. 

The  effect  was  awful  to  behold. 

The  lasso  became  taut  so  suddenly  that  the  flying  bandit 
was  thrown  into  the  air  several  feet,  turning  over  and  over 
ere  he  struck  the  ground  again. 

But  Manuelito  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  look  around,  for 
he  knewr  Ignacio  was  dead  already. 

He  only  galloped  on,  describing  a  partial  circle,  nor  did  he 
pause  until  he  had  dragged  the  body  of  the  second  traitor 
into  the  midst  of  the  camp. 

Then,  leaping  from  the  horse,  he  reeled  and  fell  to  the 
ground. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

' 

THE  BURIED  MESSENGER — LLORENTE,  THE  STRANGER. 

Paul  sprang  to  the  assistance  of  the  daring  young  Mexican 
at  once,  but  a  careful  examination  showed  that  he  had  re¬ 
ceived  only  a  slight  wound,  from  which  he  would  soon  re¬ 
cover. 

When  he  had  been  attended  to  Buck  and  Harry  were  di¬ 
rected  to  start  away  for  the  lowrer  canyon,  as  had  been  origi¬ 
nally  intended. 

They  took  with  them  the  canister  of  blasting  powder,  and 
Paul  ordered  them  to  barricade  the  canyon  with  it  if  pos¬ 
sible. 

“What  we  most  desire,”  he  said,  “is  to  keep  othei's  out  of 
this  valley,  which  affords  us  food  and  water  in  abundance. 
When  the  time  comes  for  us  to  escape  we  will  find  a  means. 
Take  plenty  of  provisions  and  get  back  as  soon  as  you  can — • 
but  I  will  not  expect  you  before  the  day  after  to-morrow.” 

As  soon  as  they  departed  Paul  turned  to  Jim  and  Charlie. 

“Now,  boys,”  he  said,  “we  will  send  our  message  of  defiance 
to  Rubio.” 

“In  what  shape?”  asked  Jim,  rather  puzzled.  “Where  are 
you  going  to  find  your  messenger?” 

“There,”  replied  Paul,  pointing  to  one  of  the  burros.  “We 
do  not  need  them  all.” 

Jim  nodded. 

‘What  more?”  he  asked.  “Are  you  going  to  tie  a  note  to 
his  forelock?”  • 

Not  exactly;  but  we’ll  tie  those  two  Mexicans  to  his  back 
and  start  him  up  the  canyon  with  his  freight.  The  outlaw 
will  be  on  the  lookout  for  you  and  me,  to  lasso  us,  so  he  will 
not  tail  to  see  the  burro,  or  to  receive  the  note  which  I  shall 
fasten  to  him.” 

“Good!  You  write  the  note  while  Charlie  and  I  pack  the 
baggage,  and  in  half  an  hour’s  time  the  sleepv-looking  burro 
was  being  led  toward  the  mouth  of  the  upper  canyon,  bearing 
upon  his  back  all  that  remained  of  Juan  and  Ignacio,  and  tied 
to  one  of  his  great,  long  ears  was  the  following  note,  writ¬ 
ten  in  Paul’s  riiost  comprehensive  Spanish; 

“Senor  Rubio. — I  return  two  servants,  who  are  much  more 
jiour  piopeity  than  this  Little  Horse  Mine,  for  which  you 
want  two  hundred  dollars  per  month.  I  cannot  pav  it,  nor 
do  I  desire  to  leave  here  just  now.  Your  presence  i<  ex¬ 
pected  by  my  party  this  evening,  and  that  you  will  be 
warmly  received  you  cannot  doubt.  You  number  fully  fifty 
men,  while  we  aie  but  six;  but  do  not  forget  that  we  are 

“American.” 

The  three  young  men  led  the  burro  with  its  strange  freight 
about  an  eighth  of  a  mile  up  the  canyon,  and  saw  it  \\^!1 
started  on  its  way,  just  beyond  a  point  where  the  two  walls 
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came  nearly  together,  narrowing  the  ravine  to  a  wiilth  of 
about  twenty  feet.  Further  up  it  widened  out,  the  walls  get¬ 
ting  le>s  and  loss  precipitous,  until  it  degenerated  into  what 
Fas  tern  boys  would  call  a  gully. 

The  point  selected  by  Paul  for  defending  the  pass  could  not 
have  been  better  calculated  for  the  purpose  had  it  been 
planned  by  an  engineer.  For,  about  twenty  rods  below  the 
narrow  point  above  described,  was  a  ledge  of  rock  twenty  or 
thirty  feet  above  the  bottom  of  the  canyon,  which  was 
reach. ed  by  a  succession  of  smaller  ledges,  which  became  con¬ 
tinually  larger,  until  they  terminated  in  the  one  described. 

Upon  this  top  ledge  was  a  huge  rock  which  had  fallen  frdm 
overhead  in  such  a  position  that  it  formed  a  natural  barri¬ 
cade.  being  large  enough  to  shelter  a  half  score  of  men  be¬ 
hind  it,  and  from  it  the  entire  length  of  the  narrow  portion 
of  the  canyon  could  be  seen  and  commanded. 

Paul  calculated  that  one  determined  man  with  a  couple  of 
repeating  rides  could  keep  back  a  regiment  from  gaining 
access  to  the  valley  below;  and  so  the  three  engaged  them¬ 
selves  in  making  the  stronghold  more  tenable  and  perfect,  col¬ 
lecting  the  material  for  a  huge  fire  which  they  proposed 
lighting  as  soon  as  night  should  fall. 

They  all  expected  that  Rubio  would  be  greatly  incensed 
when  the  burro  with  its  funereal  burden  should  reach  him, 
and  Paul  felt  that  the  coming  night  would  be  Tilled  up  with 
some  pretty  hot  work  for  him  and  his  companions — three 
against  the  whole  force  of  the  bandits,  probably. 

A  terrible  night  it  proved  to  be. 


But  let  us  return  to  Buck  and  Harry,  who  were  bound  for 
the  lower  canyon. 

They  galloped  over  the  plain  until  nearly  four  o’clock  in 
the  afternoon  before  they  arrived  there,  having  stopped  sev¬ 
eral  times  to  “breathe”  their  horses,  and  to  get  a  bite  to  ea* 
also. 

However,  a  little  before  four  o’clock  they  reached  the  head 
of  the  canyon  without  incident,  and  decided  to  select  a  good 
spot  and  camp  for  the  night,  as  it  was  much  too  late  for  them 
to  accomplish  the  object  of  their  visit  before  dark. 

Accordingly,  they  found  a  spring,  near  which  they  con- 
eluded  to  spend  the  night. 

Just  before  dismounting  Harry  had  seen  some  antelope 
feeding  beyond  a  grove  of  trees  about  a  mile  from  the  site  of 
their  camp,  and  as  soon  as  the  horses  were  cared  for,  and 
things  were  settled  generally,  they  started,  by  means  of  an 
arroyo — the  dry  bed  of  a  brook — which  was  several  feet  deep, 
and  which  skirted  the  grove,  to  get  a  shot  at  the  beautiful 
creatures. 

The  circuit  was  made  without  any  trouble,  their  heads  not 
once  appealing  above  the  level  of  the  plain. 

At  last  they  arrived  at  a  point  which  they  judged  must  be 
within  easy  shot  of  the  objects  of  their  search,  and  selecting 
a  point  where  the  water  had  washed  around  a  harder  piece 
of  soil,  they  stealthily  climbed  to  the  top  and  peered  cau¬ 
tiously  in  the  direction  in  which  they  supposed  the  antelope 
to  be. 

Not  one  was  to  be  seen,  however. 

Something  had  evidently  startled  them  but  a  moment  be¬ 
fore,  as  both  Buck  and  Harry  could  plainly  determine  by  a 
little  cloud  of  dust  in  the  distance,  which  told  how  the  nimble 
animals  were  scudding  away  over  the  plain. 

Buck  was  about  to  make  an  expressive  remark,  indicative 
of  his  disappointment,  when  Harry  grasped  him  savagely  by 
the  arm. 

“Look  there!”  he  cried  excitedly,  at  the  same  time  getting 
his  rifle  into  position.  “Who  is  that  fellow?  Cover  him, 
Buck;  we’ll  hold  him  up  and  grant  him  an  interview,  any¬ 
way.” 

The  stranger  was  riding  unsuspectingly  forward  with  evi¬ 
dently  no  idea  that  a  human  being  was  near  him,  until  he  was 
suddenly  startled  by  a  sharp  command. 

“Halt  there!”  ordered  Buck  sternly,  “and  throw  up  your 
hands.” 

TTic  horse  was  brought  to  a  sudden  standstill  by  his  rider, 
who  immediately  raised  his  hands  over  his  head,  although  at 
the  ,-ame  time  he  replied: 

"No  intiende,  senors.” 

(“Talk  Spanish  to  him,  Harry,”  said  Buck,  blankly.  “I  never 
could  manage  the  confounded  jargon.” 

Harry  then  addressed  the  stranger,  v/ho  was  a  tall,  well- 
ic,u<u-  Mexican,  magnificently  mounted. 

"V,  no  err-  you?”  he  asked  in  Spanish. 

"Bernardo  Llorent",  pc-nors.” 

“ Vt hat  do  you  ft-. k  here?” 


“Rubio,  the  bandit.” 

“Who?” 

“Rubio,  the - ” 

“Yes*  yes;  but  why  do  you  seek  him?” 

The  stranger  hesitated  before  replying: 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  “allow  me  to  inquire  who  you  are, 
and  why  you  thus  question  me?  If  you  are  members  of 
Rubio’s  band,  conduct  me  to  him;  if  not,  lower  your  weapons, 
and  allow  me  to  dismount,  and  I  will  reply  to  your  questions 
with  pleasure. 

Harry  translated  the  pith  of  the  man’s  rather  lengthy 
speech  to  Buck,  who  nodded  acquiescence,  whereupon  Harry 
explained  enough  of  their  concerns  to  satisfy  the  stranger 
that  they  were  not  of  Rubio’s  command. 

Senor  Llorente  then  dismounted,  allowing  his  horse  to 
stray  away  over  the  plains,  while  he  came  to  the  edge  of  the 
arroyo. 

“I  am  seeking  Rubio,”  he  said,  “in  I'eply  to  a  very  strange 
summons  I  received  from  him  some  time  ago.  I  will  relate 
it  to  you,  because  during  your  stay  in  this  region  you  may 
have  seen  or  heard  something  that  will  aid  me.” 

“Let  us  return  to  the  camp,”  said  Buck,  interrupting,  and 
leaping  across  the  narrow  space.  “You  can  talk  as  we  stroll 
along,  and  I  am  getting  most  awfully  ‘peckish,’  as  the  old  hen 
said." 

“What  was  the  summons?”  asked  Harry  of  the  newcomer. 

“This,”  and  the  stranger  handed  a  piece  of  paper  to  Harry, 
on  which  was  written  in  good  Spanish  the  following: 

“I  have  in  my  possession  that  which  is  woi*th  more  to  you 
than  anything  you  possess.  If  you  will  come  to  secure  it  you 
will  be  allowed  to  return  to  your  home  unmolested,  taking 
with  you  that  of  which  I  speak  on  payment  of  five  thousand 
dollars.  The  bearer  will  give  you  all  necessary  directions.” 

“Have  you  no  idea  to  what  this  refers?”  asked  Harry, 
translating  for  Back’s  benefit  all  that  had  passed. 

“None  whatever.” 

“Have  you  ever  been  robbed?” 

“Never!” 

“And  yet  you  are  seeking  this  man — this  bandit,  who  has 
probably  only  laid  a  trap  for  you  to  fall  into,  believing  that 
he  has  told  you  the  truth;  that  he  has  something  valuable 
which  belongs  to  you.” 

“I  am.” 

“Carrying  with  you,  iio  doubt,  the  money  he  demands  for 
this  valuable  property.” 

“No,  I  did  not  bring  that,”  replied  Senor  Llorente  calmly. 
“I  left  that  behind  me.” 

“It  is  all  the  same,”  muttered  Harry.  “With  such  a  scoun¬ 
drel  as  that  Rubio  it  makes  little  difference  whether  you  have 
the  money  with  you  or  shut  up  in  some  bank.  In  one  case  he 
would  steal  it  from  you,  and  in  the  other  demand  it  in  pay¬ 
ment  for  your  release — a  ransom.” 

“Nevertheless,  in  this  case  I  do  not  think  so.” 

“Why  not  in  tins  case?” 

“I  have  his  promise  not  to  molest  me  in  any  way.” 

“Bah!”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“Nevertheless,  I  believe  his  promise  to  be  good.” 

Harry  said  no  more,  but  mentally  put  Senor  Llorente  down 
as  half  crazy  to  start  upon  such  a  foolish  expedition  without 
even  knowing  its  real  object. 

“Well,”  said  Harry  dryly,  as  they  reached  their  camp  and 
set  about  preparing  supper,  “all  I  have  got  to  say  is  that  you 
are  in  mighty  poor  company  now,  to  treat  with  Rubio,  for  the 
simple  reason  that  he  has  sworn  to  exterminate  us — and — 
well — the  ah — probable  consequence  will  be  his  extermination 
instead.” 

The  stranger  smiled  at  the  young  man’s  assurance  and  con¬ 
fidence  in  his  own  powers,  but  munched  his  food  in  silence. 

Darkness  began  to  settle  down,  and  all  drew  nearer  to  tl^e 
campfire,  which  was  built  close  by  a  huge  shelving  rock,  un¬ 
der  which  they  spread  their  blankets,  both  Buck  and  Harry 
making  the  stranger  as  welcome  at  their  fireside  and  their 
meal  as  though  he  were  really  one  of  them. 

Buck,  who  never  said  much,  and  who  would  not,  rather  than 
could  not,  speak  when  the  Spanish  language  was  being  util¬ 
ized,  had  during  the  protracted  conversation  between  Harry 
and  the  stranger,  furtively,  and  yet  narrowly  watched  the 
newcomer. 

Without  knowing  why,  he  could  not  overcome  a  certain 
feeling  of  suspicion  and  distrust  with  which  this  so-called 
Senor  Llorente  inspired  him. 

Two  or  three  times  while  they  were  talking  togcthci 
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around  the  fire,  he  had  warned  Harry  in  English  not  to  say 
too  much  until  they  wei’e  better  assured  who  this  stranger 
really  was. 

To  Buck  Lovel,  his  story  was  altogether  too  improbable, 
too  visionary;  and  he  felt  that  any  Mexican  living  in  that 
region,  or  within  riding  distance  of  it,  should  know  the  char¬ 
acter  of  such  beings  as  Rubio  too  well  to  thus  thrust  himself 
into  his  power  upon  the  bandit’s  simple  promise  that  he 
should  not  be  molested. 

Honor  among  thieves  reads  very  well  in  footpad  literature, 
but  Buck  believed  it  to  be  an  exploded  idea,  and  so  far  as 
Rubio  was  concerned,  he  knew  it  did  not  exist,  for  had  he 
not  promised  Paul  a  seven  days’  respite  from  molestation, 
and  then  plotted  with  a  treacherous  servant  to  massacre  the 
five  Americans  the  very  next  night? 

Such  thoughts  were  coursing  through  the  brain  of  Buck 
Lovel  as  the  three  rolled  themselves  in  their  blankets  for  the 
night,  and  although  Harry  very  quickly  dropped  into  a  noisy 
slumber,  his  eyes  remained  wide  open. 

But  time  and  fatigue  and  the  sense  of  solitude  soon  proved 
too  much  for  his  senses,  which  gradually  grew  less  and  less 
vigilant,  while  his  eyelids  drooped  lower  and  lower,  until 
they  were  shut. 

Buck  was  sleeping. 

Suddenly,  however,  he  awoke  with  a  start,  as  though  a  hand 
had  grasped  him  and  a  voice  had  said,  “Arise!” 

Then  he  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a  sudden  throb  of  fear,  for 
just  through  the  outer  circle  of  the  firelight  the  figure  of 
Senor  Llorenfe  was  disappearing  in  the  darkness. 

With  an  exclamation  of  astonishment,  Buck  awoke  Harry, 
and  in  a  moment  more  the  two  brave  boys  were  creeping 
along  after  the  stranger,  determined  to  discover  what  his  ob¬ 
ject  could  be  in  thus  stealing  away. 

Could  they  have  guessed,  they  would  have  bounded  into 
their  saddles  and  escaped,  even  though  the  night  was  upon 
them. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  STRANGE  CAMPFIRE — A  DANGEROUS  TRAP. 

Buck  and  Harry  stole  along  silently  after  the  rapidly  dis¬ 
appearing  figure  of  Senor  Llorente,  eanh  wondering  vaguely 
in  his  own  mind  what  could  be  the  stranger’s  reason  for  act¬ 
ing  in  such  a  stealthy  manner,  and  indeed,  who  he  might  be. 

The  events  of  the  last  moment  or  two  had  satisfied  them 
that  he  was  not  the  innocent  personage  he  had  described 
himself  to  be. 

The  direction  that  he  took  upon  leaving  the  fireside  sur¬ 
prised  them,  also,  for  instead  of  being  toward  the  horses,  it 
was  directly  away  from  them,  and  in  the  direction  of  the 
head  of  the  canyon,  which  was  not  very  far  distant. 

It  was  by  no  means  difficult  to  keep  him  in  view,  as  he 
hurried  along  in  the  starlight,  convinced,  no  doubt,  that  the 
two  boys  were  still  soundly  sleeping  by  their  campfire. 

He  strode  along  with  the  air  and  manner  of  one  who  was 
thoroughly  familiar  with  his  whereabouts,  never  pausing  an 
instant  as  if  in  doubt  as  to  his  course,  or  to  look  behind  him 
to  discover  if  he  were  being  followed. 

Buck  was  greatly  puzzled. 

“Who  could  that  stranger  be?”  he  kept  asking  himself,  but 
of  course  there  was  no  solution  to  the  problem  at  present. 

On  they  went,  the  stranger  in  advance,  and  the  boys  creep¬ 
ing  stealthily  behind,  until  at  last  the  canyon  was  reached. 

Senor  Llorente  passed  into  the  deeper  gloom  of  the  ravine 
without  a  moment’s  hesitation,  and  the  two  boys  feared  they 
would  lose  sight  of  him,  but  when  they  had  also  reached  it 
they  could  just  discern  his  form,  like  a  shadow,  only  a  trifle 
darker  than  the  rest,  hurrying  rapidly  along  down  the  nar¬ 
row  defile. 

They  followed  stealthily  but  doggedly  on,  never  once  hesi¬ 
tating  until  the  point  was  reached  to  which  Buck  had  re¬ 
ferred  in  their  talk,  when  he  had  proposed  blowing  up  the 
walls  of  the  lower  canyon. 

At  that  point  the  ravine  made  a  sharp  turn  to  the  right, 
and  when  Llorente  disappeared  around  the  bend  the  boys 
hurried  forward  hastily  to  see  where  he  had  gone. 

Imagine  their  surprise  when,  about  two  hundred  yards 
farther  down,  they  saw  the  blaze  of  several  campfires,  around 
which  dark  forms  could  be  seen. 

“Who  can  they  be?”  whispered  Harry  anxiously,  putting 
his  hand  on  his  companion’s  shoulder. 


“I  do  not  know,”  replied  Buck,  “unless  they  are  a  part  of 

Rubio’s  bandits.”  .  , 

“But  if  they  are,”  asked  Harry  again,  how  did  they  ge. 
down  here  without  our  knowing  it?”  . 

“It  may  be  some  detached  band  or  company,  which  has 
been  away  for  some  time  and  is  just  returning,” ^conjectured 
Buck.  “See!”  pointing  toward  the  campfires,  “there  goes 
our  friend  Llorente  into  their  midst  as  if  he  belonged  there.’ 
“Buck!”  cried  Harry  suddenly. 

“What  ?” 

“We  must  blow  up  this  canyon  to-night!” 

“We  must — what?” 

“Do  our  work  to-night  instead  of  to-morrow. 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“What  I  say.” 

“But  how?”  ,  T  .  . 

“Von  remain  here  on  watch  while  I  go  and  fetch  the  giant 


powder.” 

“But  suppose  they - ?  ,  , ,  .  , 

“Let  them!  I  will  run  all  the  way  back  and  get  the  canister 

and  have  it  here  in  a  jiffy.”  ,  ,  , 

“But  they  are  likely  to  get  through  with  tneir  confab  and 

come  this  way.”  ,  ... 

“Only  one  of  them  will  come  this  way,  probably,  and  that 

is  Llorente.” 

“Well!” 

“I  can  run  faster  than  you,  so  I  will  go  for  the  powder. 
You  remain  on  the  watch.  If  Llorente  leaves  the  campfire  to 
return,  hold  him  up  when  he  gets  here,  and  if  he  makes  a 
noise,  shoot  him  and  run  for  the  camp.  I  will  have  heard 
your  shot,  in  such  a  case,  and  I  will  meet  you  with  the  horses. 
If  they  all  move  this  way,  dig  for  it  without  making  any 
noise  and  wre  will  get  to  the  horses  and  vamoose  before  they 
are  any  wTay  near  us,  for  they  will  come  along  quietly  and 
slowly  in  order  to  surprise  us.” 

“All  right,  Harry,  run;  don’t  wait.” 

With  all  the  speed  he  could  muster,  the  brave  boy  started 
off  up  the  canyon  toward  the  camp. 

It  was  not  very  far,  and  he  knew  that  practically  all  their 
lives  depended  in  a  measure  on  his  reaching  camp,  securing 
the  powder,  and  returning  to  the  point  where  he  had  left 
Buck  in  time  to  blow  up  he  canyon,  before  anybody  connected 
with  the  strange  campfire  should  attempt  to  pass. 

The  time,  which  seemed  to  fly  so  quickly  to  him,  speeding 
along  as  he  did  through  the  darkness,  passed  like  hours  in¬ 
stead  of  minutes  to  Buck,  who  sat  under  the  shelter  of  a 
rock,  watching  the  people  below. 

Three  times  did  the  stranger  who  had  given  his  name  as 
Llorente  arise  from  the  position  he  had  taken  on  the  ground, 
as  if  about  to  bid  his  strange  friends  good-night,  and  return 
to  the  fireside  of  the  boys  against  whom  he  was  doubtless 
plotting;  but  every  time,  as  if  some  fate  was  watching  over 
the  welfare  of  the  young  Americans,  he  sat  down  again,  and 
it  was  just  as  he  had  reseated  himself  for  the  thii'd  time  that 
Harry  dashed  up,  out  of  breath. 

“Have  you  got  it?”  asked  Buck,  eagerly,  who  now  began  to 
see  the  practical  side,  of  Harry’s  suggestion. 

“You  bet  I  have!”  was  the  reply. 

“Good!  You  keep  your  eyes  on  those  fellows  now,  while 
I  search  for  a  crevice  of  the  right  size  for  the  blast.” 

And  while  Harry  threw  himself  flat  upon  the  sod  behind 
a  projecting  boulder,  Buck  began  clambering  into  the  fissure 
with  which  he  was  familiar,  and  which  he  knew  would  offer 
better  facilities  for  the  purpose  he  had  in  view  than  one 
which  he  might  manufacture  with  drills. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  he  could  work  his  body  into  the 
narrow  opening,  but  he  finally  succeeded  in  getting  through, 
and  crawled  along  fifty  or  sixty  feet  on  his  hands  and  knees 
to  a  point  where  there  was  a  little  natural  pocket  in  the  rock, 
just  large  enough  to  snugly  admit  ,the  canister. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment  for  Buck  to  crowd  the 
canister  of  giant  powder  into  the  pocket. 

Unscrewing  the  little  brass  cap  on  top,  he  thrust  the  fuse, 
which  had  been  wound  about  the  can  ever  since  they  left  then- 
homes,  deep  into  the  powder. 

Then  piling  gravel  and  pebbles,  and,  lastly,  stones  as  large 
as  he  could  lift  upon  the  little  magazine  which  was  to  work 
such  havoc,  he  carefully  uncoiled  the  fuse,  laying  it  out  so 
that  the  coils  did  not  come  in  contact  with  each  other,  and 
thus  too  greatly  shorten  the  time  it  would  take  to  explode 
the  mine. 

Lastily  he  broke  off  a  piece  of  it,  and  then,  striking  a 
match,  he  applied  it  to  the  end  of  the  fuse,  and  his  work  was 
finished. 
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'  ail  all  boon  done  in  absolute  darkness,  and  as  he  hurried 
ho  could  see  the  little  spark  that  occasionally  hissed 

.  -napped  as  it  hurried  on  towai*d  the  explosion  which  was 
a  hantre  the  entire  chaarcter  of  the  place. 

A  moment’s  hasty  creeping  brought  him  to  the  fissure  by 
winch  he  had  entered  the  narrow  crevice,  and  with  a  sharp 
hist!”  to  Harry,  he  began  making  his  way  through  it. 

the  first  effort  was  all  right,  but  at  the  second  one  he  grew 
pale  with  apprehension,  for  he  saw  that  in  his  haste  he  had 
attempted  to  pass  through  somewhat  higher  up  than  he  had 
first  entered. 

Buck  pushed  and  crowded  with  all  his  might,  but  it  was  of 
no  use;  ne  could  not  get  through. 

“Harry!”  he  called,  but  there  was  no  answer. 

Harry  was  either  out  of  earshot,  or  something  had  hap¬ 
pened  in  Buck’s  absence. 

Then  he  tried  to  get  back  again  into  the  crevice,  in  order 
to  make  a  new  start,  but  he  saw  with  dismay  that  he  was 
fast  in  the  opening,  and  could  neither  move  one  way  nor  the 
other. 

And  all  the  time  he  knew  that  the  fuse  he  had  just  lighted 
was  burning  on  and  on,  getting  momentarily  closer  and 
closer  to  the  terrible  powder  which  was  to  tear  away  tne  en¬ 
tire  part  of  the  cliff  where  he  was,  and  throw  it  into  the  mid¬ 
dle  of  the  canyon. 

Buck  groaned  in  agony  as  he  realized  the  awful  fate  that 
was  staring  him  in  the  face.  To  be  held  like  a  beaver  caught 
in  a  trap,  knowing  to  a  certainty  that  in  a  very  few  moments 
he  would  be  buried  hundreds  of  feet  deep  beneath  the  rocks 
that  were  to  be  convulsed  and  tom  asunder  and  toppled  over 
by  the  mine  which  he  had  laid  himself  for  the  purpose  of 
blocking  the  passage,  was  something  awful. 

The  situation  was  terrible. 

“Harry!”  he  cried,  with  all  his  strength,  fearing  nothing 
so  much  as  the  explosion  so  soon  to  follow. 

“Harry — Harry — help!”  But  there  came  no  answer  to  his 
call,  no  hurrying  footfall,  no  cheery  voice  inquiring  what  the 
matter  was.  ^ 

Where  was  Harry  ?  What  had  happened  while  Buck  had 
been  charging  the  mine?  Why  did  she  not  come  to  Buck’s 
assistance,  as  he  lay  there  feeling  that  his  last  hour  had 
come,  and  knowing  that  the  fuse  had  not  more  than  three 
minutes  longer  to  burn. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  SILENT  SENTINEL. 

Paul  and  Jim  worked  on  indefatigably  at  their  defensible 
point  in  the  upper  canyon,  after  they  had  sent  the  burro  with 
its  strange  and  appalling  message  to  Rubio. 

By  the  time  they  had  finished,  and  felt  prepared  to  meet 
the  forces, of  the  bandit  chief  from  their  stronghold,  it  was 
late  in  the  afternoon. 

Our  hero  could  not  but  feel  rather  elated  as  he  looked  upon 
his  preparations,  for  he  was  satisfied  that  he  alone,  with  two 
good  repeating  rifles  and  plenty  of  ammunition,  could  keep 
back  a  hundred — ay,  a  thousand — men  from  passing  his  little 
fortification  to  the  valley. 

Moreover,  to  guard  against  the  possibility  that  the  bandits 
nv’ght  creep  past  under  cover  of  the  darkness,  lie  had  stacked 
up  a  huge  pile  of  wood  just  abreast  of  the  ledge  where  the 
lookout  was  to  be,  and  this  he  proposed  lighting  as  soon  as 
darkness  should  settle  down. 

Paul  had  calculated  that  the  fire  thus  created  would  light 
up  the  entire  floor  of  the  canyon  sufficiently  to  make  it  an 
impossibility  for  any  of  Rubio’s  men,  no  matter  how  adept 
they  m.g..t  be,  to  get  past  Fort  Pemberton,  as  he  laughingly 
named  it. 

When  the  preparations  were  completed  and  everything  was 
n  readiness  for  the  approach  of  the  enemy,  a  sudden  idea 
occurred  to  Paul. 

“Jim,”  he  said,  “Charlie  will  be  back  before  long,  and  I 
tr.pl  him  to  come  here,  you  know,  and  I  have  concluded  to  go 
out  on  a  little  scouting  expedition.” 

I  think  you  had  better  remain,  Paul,”  replied  Jim,  cau- 
t.  » i  |y.  “You  can’t  tell  what  sort  of  a  meal  those  fellows 
)  uve  cooked  for  us  up  there.” 

It  is  precisely  because  I  want  to  get  a  smell  of  it  that  I 

r  i  going,”  aid  Paul.  “I  am  satisfied  that  Rubio  is  about 

<•  only  on*'  who  knows  me  by  sight,  and  I  won’t  run  any 
v"r>  gr«  at  r .  k,  imply  because  1  shall  be  on  the  lookout  for 
all  their  trap 


“AH  the  same,  I  wouldn’t  go,”  reiterated  Jim,  senten- 
tiously. 

Paul  thought  for  a  moment,  and  then  knitting  his  brows  a 
little,  he  said: 

“I  think  1  will  go,  Jim.” 

“Very  well,  Paul;  do  as  you  think  best,  but  it  is  very  much 
against  my  judgment.  What  shall  I  do?” 

“You  had  better  take  up  your  position  on  the  ledge,”  re¬ 
plied  Paul,  “and  when  Charlie  comes  keep  him  with  you  until 
1  return.  I  won’t  be  gone  more  than  three  hours.  That  will 
bring  me  back  here  just  a  little  after  dark.” 

“You  are  determined  to  go?” 

“Yes,  I  think  so — the  danger  is  very  slight.” 

“Very  well,  Paul,”  said  Jim,  extending  his  hand.  “Good- 
by.” 

“Good-by,  Jim.  I’ll  be  back  in  two  or  three  hours.” 

Jim  shook  his  head  doubtfully. 

“Light  the  fire  when  it  begins  to  get  dark,”  continued  Paul, 
“and  keep  good  watch.  There  is  my  rifle — I  shall  not  want 
it.” 

“Why  not?” 

“It  will  only  be  in  the  way.  I  may  have  to  nan,  you  know. 
Here,  take  these  heavy  revolvers  also;  all  I  want  I  have  up 
my  sleeves.” 

So  saying,  Paul  threw  out  his  hand  with  a  sudden  motion, 
which  caused  a  little  revolver,  carrying  five  number  thirty - 
two  cartridges,  to  fly  into  his  hand  from  his  sleeve,  whert  it 
was  concealed  by  being  fastened  to  a  little  steel  spring, 
which  in  turn  was  attached  to  the  inside  of  the  coat  sleeve. 

Each  of  the  five  boys  was  provided  with  the  same  arrange¬ 
ment. 

Without  more  words,  Paul  Pemberton  started  briskly  up 
the  canyon,  soon  disappearing  from  Jim’s  sight;  the  latter 
mounted  to  his  perch  on  the  ledge  of  rock,  and  sat  there, 
glum  and  discontented,  for  he  felt  strange  misgivings  about 
Paul’s  trip  up  the  canyon. 

He  knew  Paul  well  enough,  however,  to  know  that  there 
would  be  no  use  in  arguing  against  it  if  he  had  decided  that 
it  was  best  to  make  the  trip,  and  so  he  had  said  very  little. 

“Nice  condition  of  things,”  he  muttered  dejectedly.  “Buck 
and  Harry  way  down  to  the  lower  canyon,  and  probably  in 
some  difficulty  or  other,  two  servants  dead  and  the  other  dis¬ 
abled,  Charlie  undoubtedly  thrown  from  his  horse  and  lying 
with  broken  head  or  ribs  or  something  out  on  the  plain  where 
he  went  to  look  for  that  confounded  arrow,  Paul  gone  off  on  a 
wild-goose  hunt  in  which  he  is  dead  sure  to  lose  his  life,  or 
his  scalp,  or  both,  and  I,  poor  brute,  perched  up  here  on  this 
ledge  of  rock  in  a  forgotten  canyon,  as  though  I  were  the 
only  inhabitant  of  the  Republic  of  Mexico,  watching  for  a 
horde  of  bandits  to  come  swarming  down  on  me  like  an  ava¬ 
lanche  from  the  Alps.  I  wouldn’t  care  a  rap  if  I  wasn’t  so 
confounded  hungry,  and  with  no  chance  of  getting  anything 
to  eat,  either,  as  I  see.” 

And  so  he  grumbled  on,  for  Jim  was  fond  of  grumbling  on 
the  surface,  while  really  he  was  very  easy  to  please  and 
generally  pretty  well  satisfied  with  life  and  its  conditions  as 
lie  found  them. 

But  let  us  follow  Paul  as  he  passed  rapidly  up  the  canyon 
toward  the  haunts  of  Rubio. 

He  knew  that  he  could  traverse  the  first  two  miles  with 
little  or  no  fear,  and  that  nothing  was  really  to  be  appre¬ 
hended  short  of  three  miles,  and  so  he  hurried  along  at  ^ 
brisk  trot,  watching  keenly  ahead  of  him  for  any  signs  of 
danger  that  might  be  about. 

He  saw  none,  however,  until  the  better  pai't  of  three  miles 
had  been  traversed,  when  suddenly,  as  he  hurried  rapidly, 
but  more  cautiously  along,  he  discovered  the  figure  of  a  man 
leaning  against  a  rock  about  a  hundred  yards  ahead  of  him. 

With  one  spring  Paul  crouched  out  of  sight  behind  some 
rocks,  but  the  man  did  not  move  or  show  any  sign  of  having 
seen  him,  so  he  began  to  creep  cautiously  forward. 

He  worked  his  way  slowly  along  from  rock  to  rock  to¬ 
ward  the  motionless  bandit,  intending  to  get  the  “drop”  on 
him  as  soon  as  he  should  be  close  enough. 

It  was  a  foolhardy  undertaking,  and  Paul  ordinarily  had 
too  much  good  judgment  to  endeavor  anything  at  such  a  great 
risk,  but  as  has  been  said  before,  Paul  Pemberton’s  bravery 
amounted  to  recklessness  at  times,  and  when  he  started  out 
to  go  up  the  canyon  on  the  little  scouting  expedition,  it  was 
with  a  sense  of  the  great  danger  into  which  he  had  brought 
his  four  dearly  loved  companions,  resting  upon  him.  He  had 
therefore  resolved  that  if  any  act  or  any  sacrifice  of  his  could 
in  any  way  lessen  the  peril  which  hung  over  their  heads  he 
would  not  hesitate. 
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It  was  beginning  to  grow  dark  in  the  canyon,  although  on 
the  mountains  and  even  in  the  valley  where  the  camp  was 
located,  the  sun  was  still  shining. 

Slowly  but  steadily  Paul  crept  onward  toward  the  motion¬ 
less  figure  leaning  against  the  rock. 

Finally,  after  the  lapse  of  several  minutes,  he  rose  behind  a 
boulder  somewhat  larger  than  the  others  which  he  had 
passed,  throwing  out  his  arm  to  catch  the  little  revolver  up 
his  sleeve. 

But  as  he  did  so  there  was  a  peculiar  whirring  sound  in 
the  air,  and  he  felt  something  which  seemed  like  a  serpent 
settle  down  over  his  head  and  shoulders,  pinioning  his  arms 
tightly  to  his  sides  in  an  instant. 

Paul  sprang  nimbly  in  the  direction  from  whence  the  cast 
had  been  made,  but  as  he  did  so  a  second  one  was  thrown 
from  the  opposite  side,  and  in  an  instant,  almost  before  he 
had  time  to  realize  what  had  happened,  each  lasso  was  drawn 
taut,  and  he  was  held  as  in  a  vise,  powerless  to  move  in  either 
direction. 

Then  he  looked  to  see  who  his  captors  were,  and  beheld,  not 
more  than  thirty  feet  distant  on  either  side  of  him, la  swarthy, 
villainous-looking  Mexican,  while  waddling  toward  him  from 
up  the  canyon  came  the  little  figure  of  the  dwarf  who  had 
accosted  him  so  recently  from  the  top  of  the  flat  rock. 

“Rubio!”  exclaimed  Paul,  deeply  chagrined  at  being  so 
easily  caught. 

.  “Si,  senor,”  replied  Rubio,  courteously,  for  he  had  ap¬ 
proached  near  enough  to  hear.  “Are  you  uncomfortable?”  he 
continued,  smiling  at  Paul’s  strained  position,  caused  by  the 
tight  lasso  loops  about  his  body. 

At  the  same  instant  he  made  a  sign  to  the  men  who  had 
caught  the  American  so  deftly,  and  they  straightway  loosened 
the  cords  so  that  they  fell  about  Paul’s  feet,  nor  was  he  slow 
>  to  step  out  of  them. 

“The  seven  days  have  not  expired  yet,”  said  Paul,  haught¬ 
ily.  “Why  do  you  molest  me  in  this  way?” 

Rubio  smiled  disdainfully. 

“I  have  received  the  senor’s  message,”  he  said,  “and  more¬ 
over,  was  not  the  senor  about  to  order  yonder  dead  man,  his 
former  servant,  to  hold  up  his  hands?” 

Paul  hung  his  head  in  deep  chagrin. 

I  Some  of  Rubio’s  men  had  undoubtedly  discovered  that  he 
I  was  making  his  way  up  the  canyon,  and  they  had  taken  the 
‘  body  of  Juan  and  stood  it  up  against  the  boulder  purposely, 
|  knowing  that  the  young  American  could  not  escape  them. 

Rubio  chuckled  gleefully,  and  rubbed  his  hands  merrily  to¬ 
gether,  as  he  watched  the  effect  of  his  words  upon  the  cap¬ 
tive. 

At  the  sound  of  his  captor’s  mirth,  Paul  straightened  up 
and  held  back  his  proud  head  haughtily. 

“Well,  I  am  your  prisoner,”  he  said.  “What  is  to  be  my 
fate?” 

“A  ransom,  a  promise  to  leave  the  country  or  pay  tribute, 
or  death,  such  as  you  accorded  Juan  there,”  pointing  his  fin¬ 
ger  at  the  silent  sentinel  who  had  intrigued  for  the  last  time. 

“How  much?” 

“1  will  tell  you  in  the  morning,  senor.  To  know  it  now 
might  disturb  your  sleep.  Come — I  will  do  you  the  honor 
personally  to  conduct  you  to  your  prison.” 

“You  are  very  kind,”  said  Paul,  ironically.  “It  is  all  the 
same  to  me  whether  it  is  you  or  one  of  your  men  who  waits 
on  me.  Perhaps  I  may  yet  have  a  chance  to  offer  you  the 
same  judgment  he  got,  pointing  to  Juan. 

Rubio  scowled,  then  smiled. 

“Perhaps,”  he  said.  “But  come,  and  let  me  wain  you,  do 
not  try  to  escape,  for  if  you  do  you  will  be  instantly  killed.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AN  UNKNOWN  FRIEND. 

All  Mexican  houses  of  the  ordinary  class,  except  in  such 
places  as  the  city  of  Mexico,  Puebla,  Guadalajara,  or  the 
beautiful  cities  in  the  southern  part  of  the  Republic,  are  built 

of  adobe. 

Adobe  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  dry  mud,  rather  clayey 
in  its  quality.  It  is  dug  out  of  any  soil  that  happens  to  be 
nearest,  and  by  the  aid  of  water  is  made  into  huge  bricks 
twelve  to  sixteen  inches  square,  and  eight  to  ten  inches 
thick. 

They  are  allowed  to  dry  and  harden  in  the  sun,  and  when 
that  operation  is  complete  they  are  laid  one  upon  the  other 


aft£r  the  manner  of  ordinary  bricks,  a  little  square  hole  bfl 
ing  left  for  a  window  and  a  low,  narrow  aperture  for  a  do.u 
way.  A  little  water  poured  upon  one  brick  when  another  . 
placed  on  top  of  it  is  all  the  mortar  that  is  used,  and  wk. 
these  houses  are  once  constructed  and  allowed  to  dry  in  ch , 
sun,  they  will  last  for  years  in  the  dry  climate  of  the  south. 

They  are  never  more  than  one  story  high,  and  often  r.jc 
that,  when  they  are  erected  by  particularly  lazy  or  impov- 
ensned  Mexicans.  The  roofs  are  made  of  reeds,  grasses,  c, 
anything  that  can  be  woven  or  matted  together 

It  was  just  such  an  edifice  as  that  last  described  to  which 
Paul  was  led  a  prisoner. 

A  little  house,  the  roof  of  which  was  not  as  high  as  his 
own  head,  and  over  the  top  of  which  he  could  easily  see  as  he 
stood  erect  by  it. 

A  plate  of  frijoles  negras  (baked  beans)  was  given  him, 
which  he  ate  with  a  great  deal  of  relish,  mentally  remark¬ 
ing,  as  he  had  done  many  times  before,  that  there  were  only 
two  places  in  the  world  where  beans  could  be  properly  baked 


— Boston  and  Mexico. 

About  fifty  feet  farther  on  was  another  adobe  house  of  bet¬ 
ter  quality,  which  Rubio  pointed  out  as  being  his  own  place 
of  abode. 

it  was  well  made,  having  a  much  higher  roof,  and  was  pro¬ 
vided  with  good-sized  windows  and  doors. 

As  Paul  glanced  at  it  indifferently,  a  very  surprising  inci¬ 
dent  occurred. 

A  young  lady  of  wonderful  beauty  stepped  out  from  the 
doorway,  and  was  about  to  throw  herself  carelessly  into  a 
chair  which  stood  near,  when  she  happened  to  look  up,  and 
espied  Rubio  and  his  prisoner. 

Instantly  she  came  toward  them,  apparently  utterly  in¬ 
different  to  the  savage  frown  which  darkened  Rubio’s  brow. 

Paul  was  for  once  thoroughly  nonplused.  The  very  last 
thing  he  had  thought  to  see  hidden  away  in  a  bandit’s  camp 
in  the  wild  mountains  of  Mexico  was  a  young  girl. 

And  such  a  one! 


Her  olive  skin  was  as  clear  and  fine  as  a  shell  picked  from 
the  shores  of  a  southern  sea,  and  her  great,  pleading,  snap¬ 
ping,  pitiless,  pitying,  mirthful,  pathetic,  black  eyes  shone 
as  stars  shine  when  the  night  is  clear  in  the  tropics.  Over 
her  head  was  carelessly  thrown  a  lace  mantilla  and  she 
walked  with  the  grace  and  sprightliness  of  a  .young  doe. 

As  Paul  gazed  admiringly  at  her,  forgetting  his  surround¬ 
ings  in  the  magic  of  her  wonderful,  bewitching  beauty,  she 
looked  up  at  him,  and  their  eyes  met  for  an  instant. 

But  it  was  only  for  an  instant,  for  she  dropped  hers  again 
quickly,  while  the  blood  rushed  to  her  brow  and  cheeks  in  a 
crimson  flood. 

Altering  her  evident  intention  of  speaking  to  Rubio,  she 
turned,  and  without  a  word  returned  to  her  door,  where,  pick¬ 
ing  up  a  guitar  that  was  leaning  against  her  chair,  she  be¬ 
gan  to  play  dreamily,  beautifully. 

t  Who  is  that?”  asked  Paul,  abi'uptly,  of  Rubio,  speaking 
somewhat  breathlessly. 

that,  senor,  replied  Rubio  pompously — if  it  were  possible 
for  a  dwarf  to  be  pompous — “is  my  daughter.” 

“Your  daughter!  /Yours?” 

“Even  so,  senor.” 

Paul  broke  into  a  hearty,  ringing  laugh 

“What  amuses  the  senor?”  asked  Rubio,  with  an  ugly  glit¬ 
ter  m  Ins  eyes.  6  *  B 


I  he  idea  of  a  peach  growing  on  a  crab  apple  tree!”  ex¬ 
claimed  Paul,  still  laughing.  “Your  daughter!  You  should 
be  called  Bertruccio,  and  dubbed  a  fool  for  keeping  her  here.” 
oi,  senor,  with  an  obsequious  inclination  of  his  head-  “but 

Xorfrevenle  ”  re’  ’  n0t  likely  to  be  called  uPon  «<* 

Without  further  ado,  our  hero  was  thrust  into  the  adobe 

f  ^ °?r  made  °1  ,re1ds  was  closed  uP°n  him,  just  as 
daylight  faded  away  and  darkness  covered  the  earth. 

there  was  a  guard  at  the  door,  and  another  one  behind  the 
hut,  to  prevent  his  escaping  by  the  roof 

,11faal  .^retched  himself  upon  the  couch' of  blankets  to  think, 
but  as  he  did  so,  something  hard  beneath  them  attracted  his 
attention,  and  he  sprang  to  his  feet  to  examine  into  its  cause. 

Imagine  his  surprise  upon  finding  a  regular  army  saber  and 
scabbard  there,  winch  the  owner  had  evidently  f6rgotten 

f ore? ' owne lless?'  ^  bC’0Dg,!d  to  Jua“>  ”d  “ere" 

Paul  buckled  it  about  him,  smiling  grimlv  as  he  did 

;Ip‘onm?hyeT^*dy’”  "tS 

An  hour  passed  away,  and  his  mind  was  partially  dormant 
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from  drowsiness,  and  yet  viewing  the  vision  of  a  beautiful 
face,  mixed  with  pictures  of  home  anil  friends,  when  there 
came  4  strange  interruption. 

It  came  in  the  form  of  an  ordinary  Mexican  dagger  which 
dropped  from  the  roof  at  his  side,  and  looking  up  quickly  he 
could  see  where  a  small  hole  had  been  made  for  the  pur¬ 
pose., 

by  the  aid.  of  a  lighted  match  Paul  examined  the  dagger 
critically. 

There  was  nothing  unusual  about  it  except  the  manner  in 
which  it  had  come  to  him. 

For  a  long  time  he  pondered  deeply,  and  then  raised  htm- 
se!  f  w  1th  a  sudden  exclamation. 

“Escape!”  he  whispered  to  himself,  excitedly;  “but  how?” 

He  went  to  the  door  and  listened,  and  could  ulainly  hear 
voices  conversing  in  a  low  tone  on  the  other  side  of  it.  That 
the  two  sentinels  were  talking  together  he  had  no  doubt, 
probably  lighting  their  cigarettes. 

Quickly  his  decision  was  taken. 

Creeping  to  the  furthest  corner  of  the  hut,  he  struck  a 
match,  with  which  the  inflammable  material  of  which  the 
roof  was  composed  was  easily  and  speedily  ignited.  Then 
thrusting  his  arm  through  at  another  point,  he  discharged  one 
of  the  little  revolvers  which  were  still  in  his  possession. 

Then,  without  pausing  an  instant,  Paul  hastened  back  to 
the  debr,  and  without  hesitation  opened  it  and  passed  into 
the  open  air. 

Two  or  three  quick  bounds  brought  him  to  the  pear  of  the 
adjoining  house  or  hut,  behind  which  he  quickly  crouched. 

He  had  barely  had  time  to  gain  his  position  when  the  sky 

war,  lighted  up  by  the  burning  roof  of  the  hut  which  he  had 
left. 

Paul  threw  himself  flat  upon  the  ground,  wisely  thinking 
that  he  would  be  searched  for  anywhere  else  except  where  he 

was. 

He  could  plainly  hear  the  cries  and  shouts  of  the  men  as 
they  dashed  off  in  different  directions  to  capture  him,  but  he 
remained  prone  upon  the  ground  within  fifty  feet  of  his 
former  prison,  the  dagger  which  had  dropped  through  the 
roof  to  him  clutched  firmly  in  his  hand. 

Just  as  Paul  was  congratulating  himself  that  he  would  not 
be  discovered,  he  felt  a  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and  with  a 
startled  cry  he  spx’ang  upon  one  knee  and  raised  his  arm  to 
strike. 

(Jut  the  hand  which  held  the  dagger  fell  to  his  side  power¬ 
less,  for  there  before  him,  lighted  up  by  the  red  glare  of  the 
fire,  was  the  beautiful  face  of  Rubio’s  daughter. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  ESCAPE — CLARITA. 

“You!”  exclaimed  Paul,  dazed  for  an  instant  by  the  un¬ 
looked-for  encounter. 

‘Hush,  senor!  Yes,  it  is  I,”  she  replied.  “Follow  me 
quickly  if  you  wish  to  escape,”  and  v/ithout  another  word  she 
turned  and  glided  around  the  corner  of  the  hut. 

The  blaze  igjiited  by  Paul  had  by  that  time  almost  entirely 
died  away,  so  that  the  darkness  seemed  greater  than  before. 
The  material  of  which  the  roof  had  been  composed  had  be¬ 
come  so  diy  that  it  flashed  up  like  tinder,  and  died  out  as 
quickly. 

Silently  and  swiftly  the  Mexican  girl  glided  onward,  until 
the  opposite  side  of  the  hut  was  reached,  and  there  she 
pau-ed  before  a  doorway. 

“Enter  here,”  she  said  hurriedly,  “and  wait  until  I  call.” 

•  But,  senorita,”  replied  Paul,  “if  I  am  discovered  here  think 
of  the  consequences  to  yourself.” 

“You  will  not  be  discovered,”  she  replied. 

“Rut  I  may  be.” 

She  .-tamped  her  foot  impatiently. 

You  certainly  will  he  if  you  remain  at  the  doorway  to 
argue;  enter,  senor,  and  wait.” 

"And  you?”  asked  Paul,  as  he  passed  through  the  door¬ 
way.  , 

**f  .-hall  remain  here  until  all  is  quiet,”  she  replied. 

"But  v.ill  you  not  tell  me  to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  this 
gr'-at  /mrvice?” 

For  a  moment  she  was  silent,  and  when  she  spoke  it  was 

■  t,  a.  trarr-  of  hauteur  in  her  voice. 

No*  now,  enor,  for  by  talking  here  you  are  endangering 
<mr  life  and  mine.” 


After  that  rebuke  Paul  did  not  essay  to  break  the  silence 
again. 

And  so  an  hour  passed  away,  with  Paul  silently  and  pa¬ 
tiently  awaiting  any  event  which  might  transpire,  and  in  the 
meantime  watching  through  the  open  doorway  the  motionless 
figure  of  the  Mexican  girl  as  she  sat  idly  strumming  the 
strings  of  a  guitar. 

Suddenly  a  grulf  voice  broke  the  stillness. 

It  was  that  of  Rubio,  who  was  returning  from  the  search, 
disappointed,  and  therefore  not  in  the  best  of  humor. 

“It  is  time  for  you  to  retire,”  he  said  in  Spanish,  address¬ 
ing  the  girl,  who  without  raising  her  face,  or  pausing  in  her 
occupation,  calmly  replied: 

“I  am  not  yet  ready  to  do  so.” 

“You  never  are;  you  prefer  to  sit  here  by  the  door  moon¬ 
ing  half  the  night.” 

“Quien  sabe/’  murmured  the  girl,  shrugging  her  shoulders 
indifferently. 

“Go  to  your  bed,”  ordered  Rubio,  gruffly,  as  he  turned 
away.  “I  shall  return  in  ten  minutes,  and  don’t  let  me  find 
you  here.” 

He  walked  away  a  few  steps,  then  paused  and  returned. 

“Have  you  been  here  all  the  time?”  he  asked. 

“All  of  what  time?”  , 

“Since  the  prisoner  escaped.” 

“I  do  not  know  when  he  did  so.” 

“Bah!  since  the  roof  was  set  afire.  Were  you  sitting  here 
then?” 

“No,  I  was  inside.” 

“Then  you  did  not  see  the  prisoner?” 

“It  is  not  likely,  since  I  was  not  here.  Did  h§  succeed  in 
making  his  escape?” 

“Yes,  completely.  We  could  find  no  trace  of  him,”  and  with 
a  muttei’ed  oath  the  bandit  walked  away  in  the  darkness. 

There  were  not  more  than  five  or  six  huts  scattered  about 
at  different  distances  from  each  other,  the  majority  of  the 
bandits  finding  shelter  in  a  grotto  before  which  a  huge  fire 
was  burning,  lighting  up  the  faces  of  several  monte  players 
who  had  quickly  forgotten  the  prisoner  and  his  escape. 

“Now,  senor,”  said  the  girl,  as  soon  as  Rubio  had  passed 
out  of  sight,  "come  quickly,  and  keep  close  to  me.” 

Paul  instantly  stepped  out  from  the  door,  and  followed 
rapidly  after  his  conductor,  who  sped  like  a  night-bird  across 
a  little  open  space,  into  the  shadow’  of  the  next  hut. 

They  quickly  passed  around  to  the  rear  of  that,  and  then 
to  another,  the  back  of  which  abutted  on  the  cliff. 

There  she  branched  off  to  the  right,  following  a  path  which 
skirted  the  cliff  or  wall,  for  it  was  neither  large  enough  nor 
high  enough  to  be  called  a  cliff.  This  she  fallowed  for  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  two  hundred  feet,  when  they  came'  upon  a  rude  cor¬ 
ral,  made  of  cactus  leaves,  inside  of  W’hich  Were  a  number  of 
horses. 

“Senor,”  she  said,  pointing  to  the  gate,  “there  is  the  pri¬ 
vate  equipment  of  Rubio,  the  chief.  They  are  all  American 
horses,  and  good  ones;  and,  what  is  better,  they  know  the 
path  down  the  canyon  as  well  in  the  dark  as  in  the  day. 
Select  one  and  lead  it  here.  I  will  then  show  you  how  to 
reach  the  canyon.”  f 

“But  you — what  will  become  of  you?”  asked  Paul,  hesi¬ 
tating.  ' 

“I  ?  I  shall  return  to  the  house  where  you  have  been 
waiting.” 

“And  suppose  Rubio  discovers  that  you  have  assisted  me?” 

“Fie  W’ill  not.” 

“But  if  he  should,  vdiat  then?” 

“I  do  not  know.  He  v’ould  kill  me,  perhaps;  it  would  be  as 
well.” 

“As  well  as  what?”  demanded  Paul,  startled  by  the  pe¬ 
culiar  sadness  in  the  girl’s  tone,  a  sadness  that  sounded  like 
resignation  or  despair. 

“As  well  as  the  other  fate  that  awaits  me,”  she  replied. 

“Do  not  think  me  impertinent,”  said  Paul,  “but  you  have 
rendered  me  a  great  service,  for  which  I  cannot  sufficiently 
thank  you.  In  return  I  w’ould  like  to  be  of  seivico  to  you,  if 
possible.  I  know  by  your  reply  that  you  are  in  difficulty  of 
some  kind.  Let  me  aid  you.” 

“Impossible,  senor.” 

“Why  impossible?” 

“Has  not  Rubio  told  you  that  he  is  my  father,  and  must  I 
not  therefore  obey  him?” 

That  was  a  poser,  and  Paul  did  not  know  how  to  reply. 

“What  is  it  that  he  asks  you  to  do?”  he  inquired  pres¬ 
ently. 
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“I  cannot  tell  you,  senor — there  is  no  time  now.  Secure  a 
horse  and  fly,  or  you  will  be  recaptured.” 

Without  another  word  Paul  entered  the  cactus  stockade. 

Selecting  the  horse  nearest  him,  he  led  it  outside,  to  dis¬ 
cover  that  his  companion  had  disappeared;  but  he  had  hardly 
had  time  to  manifest  any  surprise  before  she  reappeared, 
burdened  with  the  weight  of  a  saddle  and  bridle. 

“Put  these  on  your  horse,  senor,”  she  said,  simply;  and 
Paul  obeyed,  wondering  what  motive  this  strange  girl  could 
have  in  thus  befriending  him. 

“Now  follow,”  she  continued,  when  Paul’s  preparations 
were  completed;  and  she  glided  away  down  another  path 
which  he  had  not  noticed  before. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  between  them  for  several  moments, 
when  suddenly  the  Mexican  girl  stopped. 

“Here  we  part,  senor,”  she  said.  “Pass  through  that  de¬ 
file,”  pointing  with  her  finger,  “and  it  will  bring  you  to  the 
canyon.  Then  turn  to  the  left.” 

“But,  senorita,”  said  Paul,  “will  you  not  tell  me  your  name 
before  we  part?  Mine  is  Paul  Pemberton;  I  entreat  you  to 
tell  me  yours.” 

“My  name?”  she  said,  hesitatingly. 

“Yes,  please.” 

“It  is  Clarita,  senor,”  and  then,  not  giving  him  time  to 
reply,  she  continued: 

“Now  make  haste,  and  see  that  you  keep  strict  watch  to¬ 
morrow  after  sundown. .  Adios,  senor.” 

She  turned  to  leave  him,  but  Paul  put  out  his  hand  and  de¬ 
fined  her. 

“One  word  more,  senorita,”  he  said. 

She  paused  and  waited  without  replying. 

“If  I  can  serve  you  in  any  way  will  you  call  on  me?”  asked 
Paul. 

“But  you  cannot.” 

“If  you  should  be  in  danger,  or  if  you  should  seek  to  es¬ 
cape  that  fate  to  which  you  referred,  there  are  six  of  us  who 
will  fight  for  you  and  defend  you  to  the  last,  and  if  the  time 
should  come  when  you  would  put  me  to  the  test  you  know 
where  to  find  the  camp.” 

“Good-night,  and  from  my  heart  I  thank  you.” 

With  one  bound  Paul  was  in  the  saddle,  but  he  had  no 
sooner  alighted  when  his  horse  reared  up  in  affright,  for  out 
from  behind  a  rock  not  five  feet  away  had  sprang  the  figure 
of  a  man,  and  grasped  the  bridle. 

“Para!”  he  cried  as  the  horse  recoiled  from  his  rough  clasp 
and  startlingly  sudden  appearance. 

Paul  acted  on  the  instant. 

By  his  side  still  hung  the  saber  he  had  found  under  the 
blankets,  and  as  the  horse  rose  in  the  air  he  pulled  it  from 
the  scabbard. 

Then,  as  the  Mexican  pulled  the  animal  downward  to  cover 
the  rider  with  his  pistol,  Paul  leaned  over  and  struck  with  all 
his  might. 

A  swish — a  dull  thud,  and  all  was  still  again,  for  the  Mex¬ 
ican  was  lying  senseless  upon  the  ground. 

Paul  turned  in  his  saddle  to  say  a  last  word  to  Clarita,  but 
she.  had  gone,  and  without  pausing  another  instant  he  gave 
rein  to  the  horse  and  dashed  away  down  the  canyon  toward 
the  valley,  and  home  and  friends. 

For  a  long  time  after  the  saber  struck  hiiji  the  Mexican 
remained  motionless,  but  at  last  a  sigh  escaped  him,  and 
finally  he  raised  himself  to  a  sitting  posture. 

Slowly  and  laboriously  he  got  upon  his  feet  and  staggered 
along  the  pathway  toward  the  huts,  muttering  as  he  went,  for 
he  had  both  heard  and  seen  what  had  transpired,  and  was 
vowing  vengeance  upon  Clarita.  i 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  EXPLOSION — "GO,  AND  GOD  BLESS  YOU!” 

Buck  had  given  himself  up  for  lost,  and  like  a  panorama 
his  whole  life  passed  in  review  before  him.  But  just  when 
he  had  giveri  up  all  hope,  when  he  knew  that  the  fuse  he  had 
lighted  had  not  more  than  two  minutes  more  to  bum  before 
igniting  the  powder,  he  heard  a  welcome  sound. 

It  was  the  voice  of  Harry,  calling  him  softly: 

“Buck — Buck!” 

“Here — quick,  for  heaven’s  sake!”  he  called  back,  and  in  an 
instant  more  Harry  DeForest  had  seized  him,  and  was  tug¬ 
ging  away  with  the  strength  of  desperation. 

“Hurry— pull!”  urged  Buck,  despairingly,  “in  a  moment 


more  the  mine  will  explode  and  we  will  both  be  buried  alive.” 
Harry  pulled  with  all  his  might,  but  in  vain. 

Buck  was  surely  fast. 

“Run,  Harry!”  ordered  the  imprisoned  boy.  “You  cannot 
release  me,  and  there  is  no  use  trying.  Run  while  you  have 
time.” 

“What!  Run  and  leave  you?”  _  _ 

"Yes!  You  would  only  commit  suicide  by  remaining!  Run 
— you  owe  it  to  the  others — tell  them  about  it — fly!” 

“I  can’t!”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“You  can  and  will — it  is  my  last  request.  Go,  and  heaven 
bless  you!” 

Grasping  Buck’s  one  hand,  which  was  at  liberty,  Harry 
bent  over  and  kissed  it,  and  then  with  a  sob  leaped  to  his  teet 
and  darted  away. 

Nor  was  he  a  moment  too  soon,  for  by  the  time  he  had 
covered  a  hundred  yards  the  silence  of  the  night  was  broken 
by  a  loud  report,  while  a  red  flame  shot  into  the  air  behind 
him,  carrying  with  it  huge  pieces  of  rock,  and  the  ground 
trembled  as  with  an  earthquake. 

Stones  large  and  small  fell  thickly  about  him  as  he  ran, 
but  by  a  miracle  which  he  never  could  explain  he  escaped  un¬ 
touched  through  it  all. 

And  then,  as  suddenly  as  the  explosion  had  come,  the 
noises  ceased,  and  a  stillness  like  death  settled  over  the  can¬ 
yon  and  mountains,  as  if  nature  itself  was  appalled  and 
struck  senseless  by  the  sudden  upheaval. 

But  Harry  did  not  pause. 

There  was  a  horror  upon  him  which  he  could  not  have 
named.  It  was  not  fear;  it  was  more  like  desperation,  and 
he  had  fancied  that  he  could  hear  Buck  cry  out  when  the 
explosion  came;  nor  was  he  quite  sure  that  he  had  done  right 
in  leaving  him. 

And  so  he  ran  on,  stumbling  over  stones  and  clumps  of 
bushes  and  tufts  of  sod,  out  into  the  valley  and  across  the 
little  stretch  of  plain  toward  the  camp. 

And  then  a  new  thought  came  to  him  which  lent  him  added 
speed,  and  he  flew  onward  toward  the  horses. 

When  he  had  been  out  of  the  reach  of  Buck’s  voice  in  the 
canyon,  it  was  because  he  had  seen  the  figure  of  Senor  Llo¬ 
rente  coming  toward  him,  having  evidently  finished  his  talk 
with  the  men  about  the  campfire,  and  being  on  his  way  back 
to  the  boys’  impromptu  camp,  which  he  had  so  unceremoni¬ 
ously  abandoned,  and  Harry  had  at  once  concluded  that  under 
the  circumstances  it  was  best  to  allow  the  stranger  to  quietly 
pass,  thus  giving  Buck  time  to  complete  his  work. 

It  was  not  the  one  man  he  feared,  but  the  many  which  the 
one  might  bring  down  upon  them. 

Harry  had  accordingly  crept  hastily  away  and  concealed 
himself,  thus  allowing  the  man  to  pass  on  into  the  valley  un¬ 
molested,  and  the  sudden  thoughts  that  came  to  the  flying  boy 
as  he  sped  along  was  that  Llorente  was  probably  already  at 
the  camp,  and  would  have  the  horses,  while  there  yet'  re¬ 
mained  a  probability  that  he  had  not  yet  reached  there  when 
the  explosion  occurred,  and  so  Harry  sped  on,  hoping  to  get 
there  first. 

Fear  and  anxiety  lent  him  wings,  and  in  a  few  moments 
more  he  could  see  the  firelight. 

Slackening  his  pace,  he  approached  more  cautiously,  peer¬ 
ing  anxio’usly  through  the  darkness  for  the  presence  he 
feared  to  see. 

There  was  no  one  there,  and  regardless  of  ordinary  cau¬ 
tion,  Harry  rushed  in  the  firelight,  seized  the  few  possessions 
which  Buck  and  he  had  left  lying  about,  and  darted  out  again 
toward  the  horses. 

It  was  difficult  to  find  them,  and  he  hastily  mounted  his 
own  steed. 

Fastening  the  other  two  together,  he  seized  the  leading 
strap  and  dashed  away  over  the  plain  toward  the  home  camp 
as  fast  as  the  tired  horses  could  go. 

It  did  not  once  occur  to  him  that  he  was  taking  awav  the 
property  of  another,  but  he  only  thought  of  preventing  the  ' 
possibility  of  pursuit. 

“Poor  Buck,”  he  said  aloud,  as  he  dashed  onward  and  the 
tears  rose  to  his  eyes  as  he  thought  of  the  fate  of  his  dearly 
loved  friend.  “How  can  I  tell  the  boys  of  his  death,  and  what 
will  they  think  of  me  for  deserting  him  so?  1  wish  now  that 
I  had  stayed  with  him  and  shared  in  the  calamity.” 


Regarding  Senor  Llorente,  the  hope  that  Harry  had  as  he 
ran  from  the  canyon  was  the  fact. 

The  stranger  had  been  walking  leisurely  toward  the  camp 
which  lie  had  deserted,  when  the  explosion  came 

With  a  cry  of  fright,  he  leaped  into  the  air  as  though  he 
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''ad  boon  shot,  falling  upon  his  knees  in  a  state  of  absolute 
terror. 

Y\  hat  hod  happened?  What  horrible  thing  had  transpired 
in  the  solitude  of  that  mountain-locked  valley?  Was  it  a 
volcano?  an  earthquake?  had  the  world  come  to  an  end? 

He  was  speechless,  paralyzed  with  consternation  and  fright. 

The  bright  flash,  which,  for  the  fraction  of  a  second,  had 
lighted  up  the  mountains,  filled  him  with  dread,  and  for  fully 
ton  minutes  he  remained  there  upon  his  knees,  trembling  and 
horror-stricken. 

And  then  he  rose  to  his  feet.  The  silence  which  followed 

*  the  shock  was  as  awful  as  had  been  the  explosion,  and  his 
fea'-  taking  different  shape,  he  started  to  run,  hurrying  as 
fast  as  he  could  go  in  the  direction  which  he  had  been  pur¬ 
suing. 

A  short  run  brought  him  to  the  fire,  and  there  he  came  to 
a  sudden  stop. 

Where  were  the  boys  whom  he  had  left  there  asleep?” 

.  “Ah,”  he  thought,  “frightened  like  myself,  they  have  fled.” 

And  then  he  began  to  look  about  him  more  carefully,  and 
he  saw  that  the  blankets  were  gone  also.  Ay!  and  two  of  the 
saddles.  His  own  was  still  there,  but  the  other  two  were 
missing. 

“They  have  gone,”  he  exclaimed,  “but  they  have  left  my 
saddle,”  and  he  put  his  fingers  to  his  mouth  and  whistled 
►  shrilly. 

“If  Sancho  hears  me  he  will  come,”  he  murmured,  in  evi¬ 
dent  doubt  as  to  whether  his  horse  was  near  enough  to  hear 
his  call. 

Again  and  again  he  whistled,  but  the  horse  did  not  come, 
and  then  he  hurried  to  the  spot  where  they  had  been  left  the 
evening  before. 

An  hour's  search  revealed  nothing,  but  he  never  once  de¬ 
sisted.  wandering  over  the  plain  whistling  and  calling  until 
dry  light  began  to  appear. 

He  had  at  first  thought  that  perhaps  his  horse  had  galloped 
off  after  the  others,  and  would  soon  return,  but  by  the  time 
daylight  had  come  and  he  could  see  no  signs  of  his  faithful 
animal,  another  conclusion  forced  itself  upon  him. 

“They  have  taken  my  horse  with  them,”  he  thought.  “Can 
it  be  that  those  boys  had  aught  to  do  with  that  terrible  ex¬ 
plosion  of  the  night?” 

Still,  with  traces  of  great  fear  upon  his  countenance,  he 
turned  his  steps  toward  the  canyon  again. 

“They  are,  of  course,  safe,”  he  said  to  himself.  “I  will  re¬ 
join  them,”  and  he  hurried  down  the  canyon  toward  the  place 
where  he  had  left  his  friends;  where  he  had  held  the  con¬ 
ference. 

Suddenly  he  stopped. 

He  could  go  no  further,  for  there  before  him  rose  an  im¬ 
passable  barrier,  which  no  man,  however  agile,  could  sur- 

*  mount  unaided. 

He  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  again. 

No,  he  was  not  mistaken.  The  cliff  on  one  side  of  the 
canyon  seemed  to  have  toppled  over  into  the  ravine,  filling  it 
completely. 


/ 

CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  HIDDEN  ARROW. 

Darkness  had  settled  down  upon  the  earth,  the  fire  was 
ablaze,  lighting  up  the  canyon  brilliantly,  and  Jim  was  still 
alone,  for  neither  Paul  nor  Charlie  had  returned. 

Jim  was  not  afraid;  no  one  ever  accused  him  of  that;  but 
he  had  a  morbid  dislike  to  being  alone;  he  would  far  rather 
face  a  deadly  peril  than  be  compelled  to  put  up  with  his  own 
society  for  any  considerable  length  of  time. 

He  had  been  looking  at  his  watch  for  every  five  minutes 
and  grumbling  to  himself,  for  the  past  three  hours. 

Regarding  Paul  he  was  really  troubled,  for  he  was  afraid 
that  the  fears  he  had  expressed  to  him  before  he  left  had 
been  realized,  and  that  the  brave  but  stubborn  leader  of  their 
expedition  had  been  either  slain  or  captured.  So  far  as 

arlie  was  concerned,  he  was  angry,  for  he  put  down  the 
non  appearance  of  the  latter  as  nothing  more  nor  less  than 
intentional. 

•Suddenly  the  silence  in  the  canyon  was  broken,  and  Jim 
*  r'rj'.'l  plainly  hear  the  sound  of  a  horse’s  hoofs  upon  the 
gravel. 

•  Only  one  horse,”  said  Jim  to  himself  as  he  got  his  rifle 

ready,  "but  Paul  left  afoot.” 


The  sound  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  then  around  the 
bend  in  the  canyon  dashed  a  horse  and  rider. 

As  the  reader  knows,  it  was  Paul. 

“Hurray!”  shouted  Jim,  beginning  to  clamber  down  from 
his  perch. 

By  the  time  he  was  at  the  bottom  Paul  had  reached  the 
spot,  and  sprang  from  the  saddle. 

The  two  young  men  clasped  each  other’s  hands  heartily. 

“Paul,”  said  Jim,  “I  had  about  given  you  up  for  dead  or 
captured.” 

“I  was  captured  by  Rubio,”  replied  Paul,  “but  I  have  es¬ 
caped  on  one  of  his  own  horses,  and  here  I  am.” 

Pemberton  then  related  all  that  had  happened  to  him, 
saying  in  conclusion: 

“We  will  go  to  camp  now,  for  I  am  certain  that  we  will  not 
be  attacked  to-night.  Where  is  Charlie?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Hasn’t  he  been  here?” 

“No;  and  I  am  as  hungry  as  a  bear.” 

“What  can  have  detained  him?” 

“I  haven’t  the  least  idea.” 

“Perhaps  we  will  find  him  at  the  camp  awaiting  us,”  said 
Paul,  starting  down  the  canyon,  leading  the  horse  as  he  went. 
“Come,  Jim.” 

“Are  you  sure  that  it  is  safe  to  leave  this  canyon  un¬ 
guarded?”  asked  Jim. 

“Perfectly.” 

“What  makes  you  so  sure?” 

“The  girl  told  me  that  we  should  be  attacked  to-morrow 
night,  and  consequently  we  are  safe  to-night. ’•  . 

“You  are  willing  to  risk  it?” 

“Thoroughly.” 

“Well,  1  don’t  like  it,  but  you’re  captain,  and  I  suppose 
you  know  what  you  are  talking  about;  and,  anyhow,  I  am 
bound  for  something  to  eat.” 

“Grumbling  is  your  greatest  accomplishment,  Jim,”  said 
Paul,  smiling,  “so  jump  into  the  saddle  and  hurry  on  ahead. 
Perhaps  a  stomach  full  will  make  you  feel  better.  Come,  up 
you  go,”  as  Jim,  nothing  loath,  raised  his  foot  for  a  mount, 
and  in  a  moment  more  Paul  was  again  alone  and  afoot. 

Who  could  the  young  girl  be  who  had  performed  such  a 
service  for  him?  was  his  constant  thought.  Did  Rubio  speak 
the  truth  when  he  said  she  was  his  daughter?  Could  it  be 
that  such  a  beautiful  creature  was  the  offspring  of  a  mal¬ 
formation  like  Rubio?  It  was  hard  to  believe.  And  yet  Jie 
had  said  so,  and  she,  as  if  ashamed  to  confess  her  relation¬ 
ship  to  such  a  man,  had  hesitated,  and  by  implication  refused 
to  give  her  last  name. 

Clarita. 

“A  pretty  name,”  mused  Paul,  “and  a  beautiful  face,  but 
terrible  surroundings  for  a  girl.” 

Presently  he  reached  the  camp  and  was  very  much  sur¬ 
prised  and  rather  startled  to  learn  that  Charlie  had  not  been 
there — had  not,  in  fact,  been  to  the  camp  since  he  left  it  in 
the  morning. 

“What  can  have  happened?”  thought  Paul. 

“Perhaps  his  horse  has  thrown  him,”  suggested  Jim,  but 
Paul  shook  his  head. 

“No,”  he  said,  “Charlie  is  too  good  a  horseman  to  be 
thrown,  and  moreover,  if  such  were  the  case,  the  horse  would 
have  returned.  No,  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  he  is  all 
right,  only  something  has  occurred  to  delay  him.” 

“Hark!”  cried  Jim,  at  that  moment.  “Do  you  not  hear  a 
horse ?” 

Paul  dropped  quickly  upon  his  hands  and  knees,  placing  his 
ear  to  the  ground. 

“Plainly,”  he  said,  springing  up.  “It  is  Charlie,  beyond 
doubt,  and  just  in  time  for  the  feed,  eh?” 

Meantime  the  clatter  of  a  horse’s  hoofs  was  coming  nearer 
and  nearer,  and  presently  Charlie  dashed  into  the  circle  of 
firelight  without  his  hat,  his  horse  covered  with  foam,  and 
panting  heavily. 

Paul  and  Jim  leaped  toward  him,  thinking  that  something 
unpleasant  had  transpired. 

As  for  Charlie,  he  was  out  of  breath,  and  evidently  greatly 
excited. 

“What  has  happened?”  cried  Paul  and  Jim  together. 

“I  have  found  the  arrow  that  points  to  the  one  hundred 
chests  of  gold!”  exclaimed  Charlie  triumphantly,  and  he 
leaped  from  his  horse  and  threw  his  arms  around  Jim’s  neck 
in  his  excess  of  joy. 

“Found  the  arrow!”  cried  Paul,  breathlessly.  "Where?” 

“Just  where  you  said  wc  would  find  it,  though  it  was  inside 
instead  of  under  a  stone.  1  wont  out  to-day  determined  to 
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search  until  dark,  and  to  search  thoroughly,  and  so  I  got 
down  from  the  horse  and  walked,  following  a  zigzag  course. 
I  kept  that  up  until  dark,  boys,  allowing  the  horse  to  feed 
himself  as  we  wandered  along. 

“When  it  began  to  get  dark,  I  was  fully  eighteen  or  twenty 
miles  from  here,  and  I  had  just  made  up  my  mind  to  give  up 
the  search  and  return,  and  had,  in  fact,  called  my  horse  to 
me  for  that  purpose,  when  I  spied  something  not  far  from 
me  that  attracted  my  attention.  It  was  a  large  stone  in  the 
form  of  a  cube,  and  it  seemed  to  be  standing  on  one  comer, 
which  struck  me  as  very  strange. 

“Accordingly  I  approached  it,  and  made  a  careful  examina¬ 
tion;  but  it  was  nothing  more  nor  less  than  what  I  had 
thought  it — a  peculiar  stone  in  a  still  more  peculiar  position. 

“It  was  getting  quite  dark,  and  so  I  mounted  my  horse  to 
leave;  but  as  I  turned  him  suddenly  about,  he  came  in  con¬ 
tact  with  the  stone,  and,  quicker  than  a  flash,  kicked  it,  and 
as  truly  as  I  am  here  to  relate  it,  the  stone  parted  in  the 
middle,  afcd  this  dropped  out,”  and  he  held  up  a  peculiar¬ 
looking  arrow  for  the  inspection  of  the  others. 

“What!”  cried  Paul,  “you  brought  it  away?” 

“Certainly  I  did,”  said  Charlie;  “but  I  took  good  care  to 
first  notice  how  it  pointed,  and  to-morrow,  as  soon  as  it  is 
light,  we  will  have  nothing  to  do  but  find  the  buried  secret 
and  profit  by  it.” 

“But  how  can  you  tell  how  it  pointed  when  concealed  in 
the  stone?”  asked  Jim. 

“By  Jove!  I  hadn't  thought  of  that,”  exclaimed  Charlie,  in 
dismay. 

“It  seems  to  me  that  we  are  not  much  nearer  the  solution 
of  this  thing  than  before,”  Jim  continued,  not  noticing  the 
blank  look  upon  Charlie’s  face.  “The  stone  was  evidently 
made  to  be  taken  apart,  and  the  arrow  placed  in  it  for  the 
purpose  of  pointing  out  the  way  to  the  Aztec’s  treasure,  but 
I  do  not  believe  that  the  stone  was  ‘stood  on  its  head,’  so  to 
speak,  by  the  Aztec,  and  that  it  has  remained  there  all  these 
centuries;  no,  sir!  Some  convulsion  of  nature  has  turned 
tkat  stone  over  ,and  set  it  up  on  end.” 

“Anyway,”  said  Paul,  “we  will  go  and  look  at  it  to-morrow, 
and  as  for  Charlie,  the  credit  is  his  for  having  found  the 
stone  and  the  hidden  arrow.” 

All  three  were  tired  and  sleepy,  and  so,  after  exchanging  a 
few  more  comments  upon  the  subject,  they  repaired  to  the 
tent  and  were  soon  dreaming  of  stones  and  arrows  and 
Aztecs;  earthquakes,  volcanic  eruptions  and  washouts,  all 
alike  blissfully  unconscious  of  the  danger  that  was  menacing 
them. 

But  they  were  in  peril,  which  with  every  moment  became 
greater,  for  as  the  boys  composed  themselves  to  sleep,  way 
back  in  the  canyon  silent  forms  were  stealing  past  the 
nearly  bumt-out  fire  which  Paul  and  Jim  had  left;  silent 
figures,  led  by  one  who  was  short  of  stature  and  uncouth,  but 
whom  Paul,  could  he  have  seen  him,  would  have  easily  recog¬ 
nized  as  Rubio. 

The  men  who  followed  him  numbered  fully  a  score,  and 
foremost  among  them  was  one  whose  head  was  bandaged 
tightly,  for  the  army  saber  in  Paul’s  strong  hand  had  torn 
away  his  left  ear  and  a  part  of  his  scalp. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

CLARITA’S  FLIGHT — “VENGA  ACA!” 

The  silent,  tottering  figure  which  staggered  along  the  path¬ 
way  toward  the  bandit’s  camp,  after  having  been  stricken 
down  by  the  army  saber  in  Paul’s  strong  right  hand,  was 
that  of  a  thoroughly  despised  suitor  for  the  hand  of  Clarita. 

He  was  the  fate  that  she  dreaded;  he  was  the  ultimatum 
which  she  had  to  expect  if  some  circumstance  of  which  she 
knew  absolutely  nothing  (and  in  the  existence  of  which  she 
had  little  faith)  did  not  soon  transpire. 

His  name  was  Ronaldo  Lacava,  and  by  birth  and  education 
he  was  far  above  his  associates,  but  a  crime  committed,  a 
sentence  passed,  and  an  escape  consummated,  summed  up  his 
previous  history,  and  Rubio  had  speedily  discovered  in  him 
valuable  qualifications  in  his  line  of  business. 

Lacava  was  an  accomplished,  as  well  as  a  desperate  char¬ 
acter,  and  among  his  possessions  was  a  little  secret  ’cache 
where  he  concealed  such  valuables  as  he  could  lay  his  hahds 
on,  away  from  the  sight  and  knowledge  of  anybody;  and  he 
was  just  returning  from  a  little  visit  to  that  interesting  spot 
when  he  both  heard  and  saw  the  approach  of  our  hero,  led 


by  the  faithful — or,  as  he  would  have  termed  it,  unfaithful 
Clarita — and  he  had  dropped  behind  the  first  place  of  conceal¬ 
ment,  and  waited  and  listened.  j 

Clarita  saw  him  rise  up,  and  recognizing  him  instantly,  she 
turned  instinctively  and  fled  like  a  startled  fawn.  But  as  she 
went  she  heard  the  dull  thud  of  the  blow  that  had  beer, 
sti'uck,  and  an  instant  later  the  sound  of  a  horse’s  hoofs 
upon  the  gravel,  and  she  knew  that  Paul  had  escaped,  and 
believed  that  he  had  killed  Lacava. 

So  she  sped  onward  to  the  camp,  or  pueblo  (town),  as  the 
bandits  termed  it,  and  succeeded,  without  much  trouble,  and 
by  exercising  a  little  caution,  in  reaching  her  own  apaitment 
in  the  adobe  house,  without  being  discovered. 

There  she  threw  herself  upon  the  narrow,  hard  bed,  and 
burst  into  tears. 

Had  she  been  asked  why  she  wept,  she  could  not  have 
told,  for  she  did  not  know;  but  it  was  the  result  of  over¬ 
wrought  nerves,  and  the  satisfaction  which  she  felt  at  having 
been  the  means  of  saving  another  life. 

Another  life?  Yes,  she  had  saved  several,  and  the  last 
time  had  been  warned  that,  when  it.  occurred  again,  her  own 
life  must  pay  the  forfeit.  She  well  knew  that  if  Ronaldo 
Lacava  should  recover  and  return  to  camp,  she  would  be  at 
his  mercy. 

While  she  lay  there,  thinking  what  it  would  be  best  for  her 
to  do  in  an  emergency,  she  suddenly  heard  the  footsteps  of 
Lacava  as  he  came  boldly  and  impudently  to  her  window, 
which  was  scarcely  larger  than  her  head,  and  tapped  upon  it. 

She  did  not  answer,  and  he  tapped  again. 

“What  do  you  want?”  she  asked  of  him  then,  without 
rising. 

“I  want  to  speak  with  you,  senorita,”  said  the  man,  who 
was  weak  from  the  effects  of  the  blow  he  had  received. 

“Speak  on,”  said  Clarita,  simply. 

“I  saw  you  to-night,”  he  said. 

“Well?” 

“You  were  assisting  the  prisoner  to  escape  on  one  of  your 
father’s  horses.” 

“Well?” 

/‘Shall  I  tell  Rubio?” 

“Why  do  you  ask  me?” 

“Because  it  is,  for  you  to  say.” 

“How  so  ?” 

“You  know  well  enough,”  cried  the  man  eagerly.  “You 
have  but  to  say - ” 

“Hush,  ser.or;  my  answer  is — tell  Rubio.” 

Lacava  started  back. 

“You  know  the  consequences,  and  yet  say  to  me,  tell 
Rubio, ”| he  asked. 

“I  do.” 

“Your  life  will  be  forfeited.” 

“Well,  there  are  things  worse  than  death;  your  presence, 
for  instance;  go,  leave  me.” 

Without  a  word  more,  but  livid  with  rage,  he  turned  and 
departed,  forgetting  his  wound  in  his  disappointment  and 
anger. 

Lacava  had  no  sooner  left  her  window  than  Clarita  sprang 
from  her  couch,  all  life  and  energy. 

She  realized  the  danger,  and  knew  that  she  must  be  pre¬ 
pared  to  meet  it. 

For  months  Clarita  had  foreseen  the  time  when  she  would 
be  forced  to  fly  from  her  surroundings  in  order  to  preserve 
her  life,  and  she  had,  in  a  measure,  prepared  herself  for  the 
ordeal  by  manufactui’ing  secretly  a  male  attire  in  which  she 
now  began  to  clothe  herself. 

A  few  moments  sufficed  to  make  the  change,  and  with 
flushed  cheek  but  firm  step  she  passed  once  more  out  into 
the  night. 

It  was  her  intention  to  hurry  back  to  the  corral,  secure 
another  horse  and  fly;  but  where  she  would  go,  or  what  she 
would  do  was  a  very  vague  quantity  in  her  mind  beyond  the 
indistinct  idea  that  she  would  get  through  the  valley  and 
canyon,  and  in  some  way  reach  the  city  of  Durango  or  Culia- 
can;  the  former  place,  probably,  for  the  way  was,  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  extent,  familiar  to  her,  and  the  distance  shorter. 

With  such  indistinct  ideas  floating  through  her  excited 
mind,  she  slipped  around  the  comer  of  the  house,  just  in 
time  to  hear  Rubio,  who  Avas  approaching  with  one 'of  his 
men,  say: 

“Get  the  horses  out  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  we  will 
teach  these  American  fools  Avhat  it  means  to  defy  Rubio.” 

Clarita  well  knew  that  unless  Lacava  had  the  opportunity 
to  tell  Rubio  at  once,  her  absence  would  not  be  discovered 
bhe  also  realized  that  she  had  no  time  to  lose  if  she  got 
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away  before  the  others  started;  and  she  fairly  flew  over  the 
>v.we  that  divided  her  from  the  corral. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment  for  her,  .accustomed  as 
she  was  from  infancy  to  her  wild  mountain  life,  to  secure  a 
.middle  and  bridle  and  put  them  uporf  her  own  horse,  which 
was  one  of  the  very  best,  and  not  likely  to  be  missed. 

Once  ready  she  seized  him  by  the  bit  and  led  him  swiftly 
down  the  path  along  which  she  had  so  lately  piloted  Paul. 

Clarita  mounted  at  the  same  spot  where  she  had  left  the 
young  American,  and  as  she  did  so  the  sound  of  voices, 
together  with  the  stamping  and  whinnying  of  horses,  told 
her  plainly  that  the  bandits  were  but  a  few  moments  be¬ 
hind  her. 

The  beautiful  horse  she  rode  knew  the  path  through  the 
canyon  perfectly,  and  when  she  gave  him  the  rein  he  started 
away  at  a  swift  gallop  through  the  darness. 

On  she  went,  silently  but  for  the  noise  of  the  horse’s  hoofs, 
intent  upon  carrying  the  warning  to  the  young  American 
whose  life  she  had  saved,  and  who  had  interested  her  so 
much.  The  double  purpose  of  her  flight — the  desire  to  warn 
the  boys  and  to  escape  from  the  danger  which  menaced  her — 
gave  to  her  the  nerve  power  necessary  for  the  unusual 
enture. 

Dim  and  distant,  like  a  shadow  in  Clarita’s  memory,  floated 
at  times  the  faint,  aye,  almost  indiscernible  vision  of  another 
life  from  that  which  she  had  been  forced  to  lead  ever  since 
recollection  had  become  an  established  fact  within  her.  Some¬ 
times  in  her  dreams  she  wandered  back  to  a  beautiful  room, 
surrounded  by  flower-crowded  balconies,  and  imagined  herself 
a  child,  playing  there;  but  the  vision  faded  away;  the  per¬ 
fume  of  the  flowers  vanished,  and  she  awoke  to  find  herself 
in  the  mountain  retreat  which  she  had  been  taught  to  call 
home,  and.  in  the  presence  of  a  being  whom  she  could  neither 
respect  nor  love,  and  yet  who  proclaimed  himself  her  father. 

"Can  that  man — that  dwarf — the  bandit  Rubio,  be  my 
father?”  she  had  asked  herself  many  times;  and  while  she 
could  not  really  doubt  it,  yet  the  romantic  nature  within  her 
had  often  pictured  another  home,  much  more  beautiful  than 
the  bandit’s  retreat,  from  which  she  had,  one  unfortunate 
day,  been  stolen;  and  as  she  rode  madly  on  through  the  black 
darkness  of  the  canyon  it  occurred  to  her  in  a  vague  sort  of 
way  that  she  would  go  to  the  city  and  search  for  her  real 
parents;  those  for  whom  she  could  feel  love  and  respect. 

The  walls  of  the  canyon  were  suddenly  left  behind  her,  and 
r.he  dashed  out  upon  the  star-lit  plain,  guiding,  her  horse 
straight  toward  the  American  boys’  camp. 

“Awake!”  she  cried,  in  her  loudest  tone,  as  she  neared  the 
tent,  and  almost  instantly  Paul  sprang  out  of  the  tent. 

“Who  are  you?”  cried  Paul,  seeing  that  there  was  but  one 
figure  in  the  starlight  before  him,  and  instantly  realizing 
that  there  was  no  immediate  danger  to  be  apprehended. 

“I  am  Clarita,”  she  replied,  “and  I  have  come  to  warn 
k  you.” 

“Clarita!”  cried  Paul,  for  he  had  not  recognized  her  in 
the  masculine  costume  she  wore.  “How  did  you  get  here, 
and  why?” 

And  then  the  beautifub'girl,  resting  her  hand  upon  the 
.  ilken  mane  of  her  horse,  breathlessly  and  rapidly  related  the 
incidents  which  had  transpired  after  she  and  Paul  had  parted, 
v  concluding: 

"And  even  now  Rubio  and  his  men  are  hurrying  here  to  kill 
>ou  ail.” 

By  the  time  her  story  was  finished,  both  Jim  and*  Charlie 
had  issued  from  the  tent  and  were  standing  near. 

"What  is  to  be  done?”  cried  Paul,  who  could  not  forgive 
himself  for  having  allowed  the  canyon  to  be  left  unguarded. 

The  question  was  easy  enough  to  ask,  but  very  difficult 
to  answer.  s 

Suggestions  flew  rapidly  from  one  to  the  other,  but  none 
seemed  practicable,  and  they  had  just  about  concluded  to 
remain  where  they  were,  and  fight  it  out  as  best  they  could, 
•>  hen  Clarita  spoke  again. 

“If  the  senors  will  trust  me,”  she  said,  “I 'will  lead  them 
to  a  place  of  safety  where  the  bandits  cannot  find  tnern. 
Venga  aca.” 

The  boys  hurriedly  mounted  their  horses  and  set  off  with 

Clarita. 

In  a  short  time  they  came  across  a  solitary  figure,  which 
proved  to  be  Harry.  When  asked  as  to  where  Buck  was,  he 
t  id  them  the  awful  truth.  They  could  not  blame  Harry  for 
v/^at  he  did. 

!  four  boy*  and  the  girl  continued  their  flight  until  they 
•bed  the  foot  of  a  mountain,  and  then  the  girl  pulled  up 

'.  horve  and  leaped  to  the  ground.  The  rest  did  likewise, 


and  she  led  them  into  a  sort  of  tunnel  which  extended  through 
the  mountain,  and  they  soon  came  out  into  a  beautiful  valley, 
jn  which  was  a  lake  and  beside  it  a  queer-looking  house.  They 
entered  it  and,  after  finding  themselves  the  onlv  occupants, 
they  stretched  themselves  out  on  the  floor  and  soon  were 
asleep. 

The  next  day,  while  the>v  were  looking  around  outside,  they 
saw  somebody  approaching,  and,  wonder  of  wonders,  who 
should  it  be  but  Buck  Lovel.  He  was  completely  done  up. 
They  all  rushed  to  his  assistance. 

It  appeared  that  when  the  explosion  had  occurred  the  rock 
which  held  him  became  loosened  and  he  dropped  into  the  same 
tunnel  which  the  others  had  come  through.  He  had  seen  the 
queer  Aztec  temple,  but  had  passed  the  time  nursing  his 
wounds  in  a  little  wood  some  distance  from  it. 

By  a  strange  circumstance,  Rubio  and  the  bandits  had  also 
discovered  the  strange  tunnel  in  their  pursuit  of  our  friends. 
And  also  Llorente  and  the  Rurales  had  done  the  same  thing. 
But  Llorente  and  the  Rurales  had  discovered  it  some  hours 
previously  and  had  passed  through.  After  spending  some  time 
in  the  valley  they  started  back  through  the  tunnel  at  the  same 
time  that  Rubio  and  the  bandits  started  from  the  other  end. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

IN  THE  TEMPLE. 

Let  us  look  back  into  “Treasure  Valley,”  as  Paul  named 
it,  where  our  friends  were  relating  their  adventures  to  each 
other.  \ 

When  dinner  had  been  eaten,  Paul  rose  to  his  feet. 

“Come,  friends,”  he  said,  “arise  and  buckle  on  your  armor, 
and  we  will  attack  the  temple  of  the  heathen  gods  and  deities. 
In  other  words,  we  will  see  what  the  temple  contains,”  and 
then  he  explained  in  Spanish  to  Clarita  what  had  brought 
them  to  the  country  and  what  they  expected  to  find  in  the 
temple  which  she  had  discovered  for  them. 

If  the  treasure  is  there  we  will  all  share  alike,”  he  con¬ 
cluded.  "Even  Manuelito  shall  have  as  much  as  anyone,  for 
he  has  been  faithful.” 

And  so  they  began  their  march  to  the  temple. 

The  building  was  octagonal  in  shape,  and  was  built  of 
stone,  fastened  together  with  a  cement  which  seemed  harder 
than  the  stone  itself. 

It  was  not  more  than  two  hundred  feet  in  diameter,  and 
there  were  four  doors,  or  rather  doorways — one  at  the  north 
side,  one  at  the  south  side,  and  the  others  looked  east  and 
west  respectively. 

On  the  top  of  the  building  in  the  center  was  a  large  orna¬ 
ment,  which  resembled  an  urn,  and  which  the  boys  afterward 
discovered  to  be  the  place  of  sacrifice;  the  place  where  the 
fire  was  built,  and  where  the  still  quivei*ing  body  of  the 
butchered  Aztec  sacrifice  to  idolatry  was  roasted  for  their 
religious  suppers. 

Each  octagon  of  the  buikkng  contained  a  window,  or  hole, 
large  enough  to  admit  considerable  light  to  the  inside  of  the 
edifice,  and. as  the  party  entered  the  ancient  structure  the 
afternoon  sun,  streaming  through  one  of  the  windows,  lit  up 
the  ugly  figure  of  an  Aztec  god  which  stood  in  the  center  of 
the  building. 

Its  head  was  surmounted  by  a  crown  of  gold,  from  which 
projected  thirteen  solid  silver  spears  several  feet  in  length. 
Both  hands  of  the  god  were  extended,  grasping  a  shield  made 
of  wrought  gold,  with  the  hollow  side  turned  up  as  if  to 
receive  offerings,  much  as  the  silver  plate  is  passed  at  church 
service  nowadays. 

The  god  was  standing  upon  a  pedestal  which  was  raised 
about  three  feet  from  the  floor,  the  material  appearing  to  be 
of  solid  rock. 

From  the  pedestal  to  the  crown  from  which  the  silver 
spears  projected,  Jim  calculated  that  it  would  measui'e  ten 
feet,  and  that  he  could,  by  springing  into  the  air,  seize  one 
of  them  easily. 

The  idea  struck  him  that  it  would  be  jolly  to  clamber  to 
the  top  ,of  the  god  and  sit  upon  his  crown,  and  so,  without 
stopping  to  think  twice,  he  sprang  on  to  the  pedestal,  and 
from  there  leaped  into  the  air. 

“Hoop-la!”  he  cried,  swinging  hack  and  forth  for  an  in¬ 
stant,  in  order  to  give  himself  the  impetus  necessary  to  throw 
himself  upon  the  spears. 
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Was  it  fancy,  or  did  the  god  move? 

Suddenly  doubt  was  dispelled,  for  with  a  loud  snap,  the 
figure  shot  rapidly  downward. 

The  god,  spears,  pedestal,  all — with  Jim  included,  had  dis¬ 
appeared  through  the  floor  of  the  temple. 


■CHAPTER  XV. 

IN  THE  DEPTHS. 

For  a  moment  after  the  Aztec  god  and  Jim  had  disappeared 
through  the  floor  of  the  temple  perfect  silence  reigned,  and 
then  Paul  leaped  quickly  forward  to  look  down  the  abyss 
into  which  they  had  fallen. 

For  an  instant  all  was  darkness;  the  place  seemed  bottom¬ 
less;  and  then  he  thought  he  could  indistinctly  discern  some¬ 
thing.  A  second  more  satisfied  him. 

It  was  the  head  of  the  idol  slowly  reappearing,  and  cling¬ 
ing  to  the  silver  spear  was  Jim. 

Slowly  it  rose,  until,  with  a  sharp  click,  it  reached  its 
original  position  and  stopped;  and  Jim,  with  his  hair  stand¬ 
ing  on  end  and  his  face  as  pale  as  death,  dropped,  almost 
paralyzed  with  fear,  to  the  floor. 

With  one  accord  they  all  set  up  a  shout  of  joy  at  the 
unexpected  turn  which  the  thing  had  taken;  for  when  the 
idol  had  suddenly  disappeared  through  the  floor  with  its 
human  burden  not  one  of  them  had  ever  expected  to  see  their 
friend  alive  again.  They  had  suspected  that  some  trap,  set 
by  the  old  high  priest  of  the  Aztecs  to  catch  the  two  curious 
ones,  had  caught  Jim,  and  mercy  from  the  heathen  god  was 
the  last  thing  they  looked  for. 

Clarita  was  so  delighted  that  she  clapped  her  hands  for 
very  joy. 

They  all  gathered  eagerly  around  Jim  and  began  to  ques¬ 
tion  him. 

“Whew!”  whistled  Jim,  when  he  had  partially  recovered, 
“how  long  was  I  gone  on  that  trip,  eh?  Fully  an  hour, 
wasn’t  it?” 

“Two  or  three  minutes,  I  should  think,”  said  Paul. 

“Two  or  three  weeks,  more  likely!”  cried  Jim  with  disgust. 
“I  tell  you,  fellows,  if  you  want  to  feel  your  hair  turn  into 
porcupine  quills,  and  goose-flesh  as  big  as  carbuncles  come 
out  all  over  you,  just  jump  up  and  grab  hold  of  that  spear,” 
and  he  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  his  adventure. 

“Where  did  you  go?”  asked  Harry. 

Jim  glanced  about  him  with  supreme  contempt  in  his  eyes 
for  a  moment,  and  then  with  rather  a  disdainful  air  he  said: 

“I  just  went  down  to  interview  the  engineer  of  that  ma¬ 
chinery,  but  the  beastly  place  was  so  dark  that  I  couldn’t 
find  him. 

“I  tell  you  what,  fellows,”  he  cried,  changing  his  tone,  “if 
you  don’t  believe  I  hung  on  to  that  spear,  just  look  at  my 
hands.  I  expected  every  minute  to  have  the  whole  business 
tip  over  with  me,  but  it  didn’t.” 

“What  did  it  do?” 

“Why,  his  highness  just  stopped  long  enough  to  shout  all 
aboard,  and  then  began  coming  up  again.  When  it  did  that 
I  thought  it  was  going  on  down,  and  I  was  just  about  to  let 
go  the  spear  and  trust  to  dropping  through  to  Hong  Kong 
or  Shanghai,  when  I  saw  it  was  getting  lighter,  and  here  I 
am.  The  rest  of  you  may  interview  the  old  devil — excuse 
me,  the — ahem! — Aztec  god  as  much  as  you  please,  but  there 
is  a  slight  coolness  between  him  and  me  which  declines  to  be 
warmed  for  the  future;  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  it  will  last 
a  life-time.” 

“Nevertheless,”  remarked  Paul,  quietly,  “I  am  going  to 
take  the  trip.” 

“What!”  they  all  cried  in  concert,  except  Clarita,  who,  of 
course,  did  not  understand. 

“I  am  going  to  try  Jim’s  experiment,”  said  Paul,  simply, 
but  decidedly. 

Jim  looked  supremely  disgusted. 

“You  always  were  a  fool  about  some  things,  Paul,”  he 
said,  “but  there  is  no  necessity  for  you  to  develop  into  a 
downright  idiot  in  order  to  convince  us  of  the  fact,”  and  he 
turned  and  walked  majestically  away. 

Clarita  leaned  forward  and  put  her  hand  upon  Paul’s  arm. 

“What  is  it?”  she  asked,  in  her  own  language. 

Paul  told  her  of  his  determination,  adding  that  he  of  course 
intended  taking  a  light  with  him,  and  when  she  understood 
she  looked  greatly  alarmed. 

“Ho  not  go,”  she  entreated,  but  Paul  was  obdurate. 


Suddenly  her  face  lighted  up. 

“Will  you  let  me  go  with  you?”  she  asked,  tremulously, 
but  the  young  man  shook  his  head. 

“Please  do  me  the  favor,”  she  entreated.  “I  am  not  afraid 
— indeed  I  am  not.” 

Paul,  however,  would  not  consent  to  have  her  accompany 
him,  and  went  about  making  his  preparations  for  the  trip. 
He  had  resolved  to  provide  himself  with  plenty  of  material 
for  making  a  light,  and  then  to  seize  hold  of  the  same  spear 
that  Jim  had  grasped.  He  meant  when  the  idol  should  stop 
at  the  bottom  to  get  off  and  explore  the  place,  for  he  was 
convinced  that  there  was  where  he  would  find  the  one  hun¬ 
dred  chests  of  gold. 

All  the  efforts  of  the  others  to  dissuade  him  were  unavail¬ 
ing,  and  by  the  time  half  an  hour  had  elapsed  he  had  pre¬ 
pared  a  huge  torch,  and  once  more  entered  the  temple. 

By  his  side  walked  Clarita.  She  had  said  nothing  more  of 
her  desire  to  accompany  him,  and  Paul  had  not  again  thought 
of  it. 

Both  Harry  and  Charlie  had  offered  to  go  with  him,  though 
neither  of  them  relished  the  idea  very  much,  but.  he  had 
refused.  From  Jim,  however,  he  had  extracted  the  promise 
that  if  the  idol  arose  again  into  place  without  Paul  ut  ^ 
it  he  would  leave  it  unmolested  for  two  hours  and  then  wo. 
seize  the  spear  once  more  and  make  the  descent  for  the 
purpose  of  liberating  Pemberton  from  the  vault  beneath. 

Close  at  hand  stood  Clarita,  not  losing  a  motion  of  Paul’s. 

“Remember,  Jim,”  said  Paul,  warningly,  “if  the  thing 
comes  back  all  right,  you  are  to  come  down  for  me  in  two 
hours.” 

“All  right — I’ll  come.” 

“If  it  doesn’t  come  back,  it  will  probably  be  because  I  have 
found  a  way  to  keep  it  down  there  until  I  am  ready  to  return. 
I  think  everything  will  be  all  right,  so  good-by,”  and  he 
sprang  into  the  air,  grasping  the  same  spear  which  Jim  had 
taken. 

Instantly  the  idol  began  once  more  to  descend,  and  also  at 
the  same  instant  Clarita  leaped  into  the  air  and  her  slender 
fingers  gripped  around  the  spear  next  to  the  one  to  which 
Paul  was  hanging. 

The  shout  of  consternation  and  dismay  that  went  up  as  she 
made  the  sudden  move  was  stifled  as  soon  as  begun  by  sur¬ 
prise  at  the  effect  produced  by  Clarita’s  action,  for  she  had 
no  sooner  got  her  hands  upon  the  spear  than  there  came 
another  loud  click  and  the  idol  shot  downward  with  gre°t 
speed. 

Then  all  was  still,  and  the  friends  above  ground  waited 
anxiously  for  it  to  return,  but  there  was  no  signs  of  it. 

Cautiously  Jim  approached  the  opening  and  looked  down, 
hoping  to  see  the  flicker  of  Paul’s  torch,  bur  all  was  of  the 
blackness  of  night,  and  he  shrank  back  full  of  fear  for  the 
safety  of  Paul  and  Clarita. 

!  , 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


THE  SILENT  CHAMBER — FOUND  AT  LAST. 

Paul  was  about  to  chide  Clarita  for  what  she  had  done, 
when  {Re  effect  of  her  act  made  itself  apparent.  The  idol 
shot  downward  as  though  the  bottom  had  dropped  out  of  the 
temple  and  it  was  falling  through. 

It  fell  so  rapidly  that  his  breath  left  him  for  a  moment, 
while  the  rush  of  air  put  out  the  torch  and  left  them  in  total 
darkness. 

The  sensation  of  falling  lasted  but  a  moment  or  two,  and 
then  they  came  to  a  stop. 

Paul  did  not  dare  let  go  his  spear,  for  he  could  not  tell 
what  would  happen.  The  darkness  was  absolute  and  he 
waited,  expecting  every  instant  that  the  idol  would  start 
again  on  its  upward  journey. 

In  that  expectation  he  was  disappointed,  however  for  it 
remained  perfectly  motionless. 

“Clarita!”  he  called,  “are  you  safe?” 

^  cs,  she  leplied,  perfectly  safe;  but  mv  hands  are  verv 
tired;  1  cannot  hold  on  much  longer.” 

“Wait!”  cried  Paul.  “I  will  drop  off  and  strike  a  light, 
but  dont  you  loose  your  hold  until  I  tell  vou  to  do  so  on 
any  account.” 

She  promised,  and  then  Paul,  breathing  a  praver  for  safety 
loosened  his  grasp  upon  the  silver  spear.  ‘  ' 

He,  of  course,  alighted  upon  the  pedestal  from  which  he 
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Kad  sprung  to  his  perch  when  in  the  temple,  and  it  only 
icquirvd  a  moment  for  him  to  feel  satisfied  that  the  idol  was 
immovable.  He  struck  a  match,  and  with  it  lighted  the 
tvvh.  at  the  same  moment  telling  Clarita  that  all  was  well, 
and  she  was  instantly  by  his  side. 

then  he  held  the  light  high  over  his  head  and  peered 
about  them,  and  the  sight  that  met  their  eyes  was  indeed  a 
>t  range  one. 

The  idol  seemed  to  be  resting  in  the  center  of  a  large  cir¬ 
cular  chamber  fully  a  hundred  feet  in  diameter,  and  as  Paul 
waved  the  torch  over  his  head,  the  light  was  reflected  back 
to  him  from  a  thousand  different  places  on  the  walls  of  the 
chamber,  by  what  appeared  to  be  mirrors,  but  which  he  after¬ 
wards  discovered  were  huge  plates  or  salvers  of  solid  silver 
hung  upon  the  walls.  There  were  one  hundred  of  them,  for 
he  and  Clarita  stepped  down  from  the  pedestal  o'f  the  idol 
and  counted  them.  Great,  beautiful  plates  of  silver,  inlaid 
with  gold,  and  each  with  a  picture  graven  upon  it. 

Beneath  each  one  stood  a  stone  idol. 

“It  is  here  that  we  will  find  the  chests  of  gold,”  thought 
Paul,  as  he  peered  about  him.  “Here  in  this  chamber  they 
are  unquestionably  concealed.” 

He  took  Clax-ita  bv  the  hand  and  led  her  toward  one  of  the 
hundred  idols,  which  was  facing  the  idol  upon  which  they 
had  made  the  descent. 

It  was  an  uncouth,  ungainly-looking  object,  not  more  than 
four  feet  in  height  in  itself;  but,  placed  upon  a  square  ped¬ 
estal  fully  two  feet  high,  it  had  the  appearance  of  being  much 
taller.  It  was  made  of  stone,  and  on  its  .head  was  a  silver 
helmet,  and  in  its  right  hand,  brandished  as  if  to  strike, 
was  a  silver  spear,  not  unlike  those  on  the  big  idol,  only 
smaller. 

Passing  to  the  next,  Paul  found  it  to  be  very  nearly  like 
the  first,  and  so  on  until  they  had  made  the  circuit  of  the 
chamber. 

Each  one  of  the  idols  was  brandishing  a  spear  as  if  to 
strike,  and  each  was  standing  upon  a  square,  box-like  looking 
pedestal  about  two  feet  in  height.  In  those  particulars  there 
was  no  difference. 

“They  are  the  same,”  murmured  Clarita,  who  was  deeply 
interested. 

“Very  nearly  so,”  returned  Paul. 

“What  are  you  so  puzzled  about?”  asked  the  girl,  pres¬ 
ently,  noticing  that  Paul  was  busying  his  mind  over  some 
problem. 

“I  am  wondering  how  to  go  to  work  in  order  to  find  the 
chests  of  gold  with  the  least  possible  work,”  he  replied. 
“That  they  are  here  in  this  chamber  I  am  satisfied;  but  where 
— how  hidden?” 

“Buried,  perhaps,  under  the  floor,”  ventured  Clarita. 

“Ay,  but  what  part?  Under  the  idol  that  brought  us 
down  here,  or -  By  Jove.  I  think  I  have  it!” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

‘This:  there  are  exactly  one  hundred  of  those  small  idols 
arranged  around  this  chamber,  and  we  are  looking  for  one 
hundred  chests  of  gold.  Everything  points  to  the  hiding- 
place  of  the  gold  as  here,  and  therefore  each  one  of  those 
stone  images  must  guard  a  chest  of  treasure  which  is  either 
buried  in  front  of  it  or  immeditely  under  it.” 

“Paul,”  said  Clarita  timidly,  “why  not  seize  hold  of  one  of 
the  spears  and  see  if  it  will  do  anything?  The  big  idol 
brought  us  down  here  because  we  grasped  the  silver  spears, 
and  they  may  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  these  smaller  ones 
for  some  purpose.” 

“A  good  idea,”  commented  Paul,  “and  I  will  try  it.” 

Clarita  took  the  torch  while  he  stepped  foxward  and 
braced  himself  for  the  trial,  for  he  did  not  know  what  might 
happen. 

With  a  backward  glance  to  see  that  Clarita  was  safe,  he 
-eized  the  spear  in  both  hands  and  pulled  with  all  his 
-trength,  but  with  no  visible  effect. 

Wating  a  moment  he  tried  again,  and  this  time  there  was 
a  perceptible  consequence,  for  the  idol  toppled  and  fell  over 
forward,  nearly  mushing  him  as  it  did  so,  only  that  he  sprang 
nimbly  to  one  side  in  time  to  avoid  it. 

“Look!”  cried  Clarita,  excitedly,  and  pointing  toward  the 
-pot  where  the  image  had  stood. 

Paul  looked,  and  saw  that  the  pedestal  upon  which  it  had 

tood  was  hollow,  and  that  something  yellow  reflected  the 
light  of  the  torch. 

}\n  -prang  forward  eagerly,  and  with  a  cry  of  joy. 

Yes,  he  was  right.  ,  ,  ,  , 

The  pedestal  was  nothing  more  or  less  than  a  chest  made 
of  itone  or  clay  that  had  hardened  into  stone,  and  it  was 


filled  to  the  brim  with  ingots  of  gold  about  a  foot  long  and 
as  large  as  the  big  end  of  a  carrot. 

“Victory!  Victory!”  cried  Paul.  “1  have  succeeded,  and 
my  translation  of  the  document  is  proved  to  be  correct,  for 
here  is  one  of  the  hundred  chests  of  gold,  and  there,  under 
those  idols,  are  the  other  ninety-nine.” 

The  ingots  had  evidently  all  been  run  in  the  same  mold, 
for  they  were  of  the  same  size  and  shape  throughout. 

“Now  for  the  others!”  he  cried,  approaching  the  next  one, 
but.  the  hand  of  Clai'ita  detained  him. 

“What  is  it?”  he  asked,  pausing. 

“Had  we  not  better  try  to  get  out  of  here  before  looking 
for  more  gold?”  she  asked.  “The  torch  is  getting  low;  and 
will  not  last  much  longer.” 

“You  are  right,  and  I  am  a  fool  not  to  have  thought  of 
it  myself,”  returned  Paul.  “Come,  we  will  search  the  idol 
for  the  spring  or  bar  which  will  carry  it  and  us  back  to  the 
floor  of  the  temple  again.” 

They  turned,  and  Paul  once  more  raised  the  torch  over  his 
head  as  they  started  toward  the  center  of  the  chamber. 

Suddenly,  however,  they  came  to  an  abrupt  halt,  while  Paul 
rubbed  his  eyes  and  then  looked  again  with  an  expression  of 
the  utmost  dismay.  As  for  Clarita,  she  uttered  a  sharp  oj-;, 
of  fright  and  faltered  backward  a  step  or  two,  trembling. 

Well  she  might,  for  the  huge  idol  had  disappeared  as 
silently  and  as  mysteriously  as  a  bat  flies  through  the  dark¬ 
ness  of  night. 

Not  a  sound  had  attracted  the  attention  of  either  one  of 
them,  and  yet  it  had  effectually  disappeared. 

“Never  mind,”  said  Paul  reassuringly,  “the  boys  will  come 
down  for  us;  Jim  will  do  as  I  asked  him.” 

But  he  did  not  know  that  Jim  at  that  very  instant  was 
trying  in  vain  to  make  the  idol  work,  to  carry  him  down  to 
his  friends. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  HUNDRED  CHESTS — A  DISASTER. 

It  was  even  so.  While  those  who  were  left  behind  in  the 
temple  were  awaiting  the  return  of  Paul  and  Clarita  on  the 
idol,  the  head  of  the  Aztec  god  suddenly  appeared  through 
the  opening. 

All  looked  eagerly  for  the  figures  of  their  friends,  but  in 
a  moment  realized  that  they  were  not  there,  that  they  hail 
been  left  in  the  darkness  below. 

It  was  impossible  to  decide  whether  it  was  accident  or 
design  that  had  allowed  the  idol  to  return  without  them, 
but  the  fact  remained,  and  Jim,  after  looking  at  his  watch, 
set  himself  to  wait  out  the  two  hours  agreed  upon,  when  he 
was  to  spring  on  the  spear  and  once  more  make  the  descent. 

All  idea  of  fear  had  vanished  entirely  from  his  mind  in  his 
anxiety  for  the  welfare  of  the  two  venturesome  friends. 

So  they  waited  on,  and  at  last  the  two  hours  were  past, 
and  solemnly  shaking  hands  all  around  he  sprang  upon  the 
pedestal.  This  time,  however,  there  was  no  effect  rrom 
his  act. 

In  vain  he  struggled  and  jounced  upon  the  silver  bar,  for 
the  idol  remained  as  still  as  though  it  had  hever  left  its  perch 
on  the  temple  floor. 

With  a  groan  of  dismay  Jim  dropped  to  the  pedestal. 

“Why  don’t  you  try  the  other  spears?”  asked  Harry. 

“What’s  the  use?”  asked  Jim  in  return.  "The  thing  won’t 
move  by  the  same  force  that  moved  it  before.  If  you  want 
to  go  through  a  set  of  gymnastics  on  those  silver  bars  just 
jump  up  there  and  try  it  on.” 

“Jim,”  said  Harry  presently,  “suppose  you  and  I  get  each  a 
couple  of  tox'ches  all  ready  to  light,  and  then  we  get  on  the 
idol  together.  Buck  and  Charlie  can  stay  here  and  wait  for 
us  while  we  go  for  Paul  and  Clarita.” 

“All  right.  But  you’ll  find  the  thing  won’t  budge.” 

Without  another  word  Harry  set  about  getting  the  torches 
ready,  giving  two  to  Jim  and  keeping  two  for  himself. 

“Come,  Jim!”  he  cried,  when  all  was  in  readiness,  “all 
aboard!  vamanos!” 

Jim  looked  about  him  rather  disgustedly  for  an  instant. 

“1  feel  rather  cheap,”  he  said,  “after  the  affecting  adieu  I 
made  a  little  while  ago,  to  do  the  thing  all  over  again,  but 
here  goes.  I  say,  Buck  and  Charley,  if  I  don’t  come  back — 
hello!” 

He  turned  to  follow  Harry,  who  was  standing  upon  the 
pedestal,  but  as  he  did  so  it  began  to  slowly  sink. 

“The  thing  is  going  it  alone!”  cried  Hurry,  excitedly. 
“Hurry.  Jim*  hurry  1” 
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Though  it  had  started  slowly  enough,  the  idol  seemed  to 
keep  going  a  little  faster,  and  by  the  time  Jim  realized  what 
was  taking  place  the  spears  were  on  a  level  with  the  floor 
where  he  was  standing. 

To  think  was  to  act,  and  with  a  shout  to  Harry  that  he 
was  with  him,  Jim  leaped  into  the  air,  alighting  astride  of 
one  of  the  silver  spears,  where  he  clung  tightly  as  the  Aztec 
god  once  more  sank  rapidly  from  sight  through  the  floor 
of  the  temple.  ■ 

Charlie  and  Buck  were  pale  with  excitement,  and  were 
anxious  as  to  the  result  of  this  adventure. 

They  were  about  to  leave  the  temple,  but  suddenly  the 
sharp  click  which  was  beginning  to  have  a  familiar  sound 
smote  upon  their  ears. 

Turning  quickly,  they  were  surpriesd  to  see  the  idol  once 
more  in  place,  looking  as  grim  and  uninviting  as  ever. 

Where  were  their  friends,  Paul  and  Clarita,  Harry  and 
Jim?  Into  what  abyss  had  they  been  precipitated.  .What 
dreadful  fate  had  they  encountered  in  that  dismal  hole  be¬ 
neath  the  temple?” 

The  inquiries  flew  from  one  to  the  other,  but  without  sat¬ 
isfactory  reply.  It  was  hard  to  tell  what  to  do. 

'l'hey  had  come  to  no  conclusion  when  the  image  began  to 
sink  once  more,  at  first  slowly,  and  then  more  rapidly,  until 
it  had  again  disappeared. 

“It  runs  like  an  elevator,”  muttered  Buck.  “I  wonder  if  it 
will  come  back  again  ?  Let  us  wait  and  see.” 

So  they  waited  in  perfect  silence. 

Five,  ten,  twenty  minutes — a  half  hour  passed  away. 

“There  it  comes!”  suddenly  cried  Charlie. 

Sure  enough,  it  was  once  more  ascending  through  the  floor. 
Slowly  but  surely  coming  to  the  top  again. 

First  the  head  and  spears,  then  the  shoulders,  and  then  the 
solid  pedestal  upon  which  the  idol  rested. 

But  that  was  not  what  made  both  Buck  and  Charlie  set 
up  a  shout  of  joy — it  was  what  they  saw  on  the  pedestal. 

It  was  Jim  and  Clarita,  standing  there  together,  while  piled 
around  them  in  promiscuous  heaps  were  ingots  of  solid  gold. 

There  was  a  broad  grin  on  Jim’s  face  as  the  idol  came 
to  a  stop. 

“Here  we  are  again!”  he  cried,  with  a  comical  grimace. 
“We  have  found  out  how  to  work  this  thing  from  below,  and 
so  I’ve  brought  up  one  load,  and  am  going  down  for  the 
rest  of  it.” 

“Have  you  found  the  gold?”  they  cried  together,  breath¬ 
lessly. 

“Looks  rather  like  it,  doesn’t  it?”  asked  Jim,  disdainfully, 
“I  only  brought  up  five  chests  this  trip;  there  are  ninety-five 
more  down  there.  Come,  you  fellows,  and  help  pitch  it  off, 
will  you,  so  we  can  go  back  for  more.” 

It  did  not  take  their  eager  hands  long  to  unload  the  ped- 
'  estal  of  its  precious  burden. 

“Now,  Clarita,”  said  Jim,  “you  had  better  remain  here 
while  we  go  down  and  get  the  rest  of  the  boodle.” 

She  assented,  and  the  boys  stepped  upon  the  stone  plat¬ 
form  to  make  the  descent. 

Charlie,  eager  to  start,  leaped  up  and  seized  one  of  the 
silver  spears;  one  that  had  not  been  touched  before. 

There  was  a  sudden  shock  and  then  the  idol  shot  downward 
like  lightning,  striking  the  bottom  of  the  shaft  with  such 
force  that  it  was  overturned,  nearly  crushing  Paul  and  Harry, 
who  were  standing  near,  awaiting  it. 

There  they  were,  at  the  bottom  of  the  shaft,  with  their 
means  of  ascent  destroyed,  for  the  idol,  lying  prone  upon  its 
face,  was  evidently  useless  for  their  purposes. 

With  the  ransom  of  nations  lying  in  ingots  of  gold  about 
them,  they  were  apparently  helpless,  and  Clarita  was  alone 
in  the  temple  above. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

LAYING  PLANS. 

Consternation  and  dismay  were  plainly  depicted  upon 
every  countenance  when  the  Aztec  god  struck  the  floor  of 
the  shaft  with  such  force  that  it  toppled  over,  evidently  cut¬ 
ting  off  all  hope  of  escape  from  the  treasure  chamber. 

“Let  us  try  to  find  the  machinery  which  runs  this  thing,” 
suggested  Jim.  “There  may  be  some  way  of  righting  the 
individual,  and  persuading  him  to  carry  us  up  aloft  once 
more.”  j 

“A  good  idea,”  commented  Paul. 


They  had  been  around  the  chamber  many  times  before  in 
their  examination  of  the  smaller  idols  which  stood  guart 
over  the  hundred  chests,  and  had  noticed  a  small  opening  m 
the  wall  near  one  of  them.  Toward  that  spot  Paul  at  once 
led  the  way,  carrying  the  torch  high  over  his  head. 

The  opening  w,as  very  small,  but  by  stooping  he  managed 
to  work  his  large  body  through  it,  and  found  that  after 
traversing  a  distance  of  about  ten  feet,  he  emerged,  into  an¬ 
other  chamber,  larger  than  the  first. 

Raising  the  torch  on  high,  he  discovered  what  to  him  was 
the  most  curious  piece  of  Aztec  workmanship  which  he  had 

vet  SG6I1. 

It  was  a  huge  rock,  weighing  several  tons,  and  running 
from  the  top  of  it,  upward  until  it  disappeared  in  the  dark¬ 
ness,  was  a  chain  made  of  a  combination  of  stone  and  metal, 
and  fastened  together  in  a  most  curious  way.  Another  very 
peculiar  thing  was  also  noticeable:  the  weight,  for  such  it 
was,  was  exactly  one-half  the  size  of  the  chamber  in  which 

they  were  standing.  .  .,  ,, 

Throwing  the  light  of  the  torch  from  side  to  side,  they 
at  length  discovered,  in  the  mouth  of  the  passageway  from 
which  they  had  just  emerged,  two  long  silver  bars,  not  unlike 
the  spears  on  the  head  of  the  god. 

“I  think  I  see  through  this  enigma,”  murmured  Paul. 
“Stand  back  into  the  passageway,  fellows,  while  I  move  this 
lever.” 

They  obeyed  him  silently,  and  as  soon  as  all  were  clear 
of  the  chamber  our  hero  seized  one  of  the  bars  and  began 
working  at  it. 

For  some  time  it  refused  to  move,  but  by  dint  of  digging 
away  some  dirt  that  had  accumulated  around  it  at  the  bot¬ 
tom,  it  at  last  was  forced  fi’om  its  position,  j 

No  result  followed,  however.  ,0  ,  .11 

“Boys,”  said  Paul,  “we  have  but  one  hope  left;  and  that 
hope  lies  in  that  other  bar.  There  is  one  huge  weight  at  the 
bottom  of  this  shaft,  and  another  at  the  top,  I  believe,  and 
by  some  principle  of  mechanism  which  I  do  not  now  under¬ 
stand,  they  pull  each  other  up  and  down,  dragging  the  idol 
with  them.  The  lever  we  have  just  been  struggling  with  is 
probably  the  one  connected  with  the  weight  that  is  now  at 
the  bottom,  so  we  will  try  the  other  one.” 

Then  followed  more  digging  and  more  hoping  that  their 
efforts  would  meet  with  success. 

All  their  strength  seemed  to  be  inadequate  to  move  the 
lever,  however;  it  remained  solidly  fast. 

Finally,  when  they  were  about  despairing,  Charlie  sug¬ 
gested  that  they  might  all  get  hold  together  and  give  it  one 
more  try. 

They  did  so,  and  the  lever  moved.  vIt  moved  ever  so  litle, 
then  more  and  more,  until  it  was  pulled  way  over  as  the 
other  one  had  been. 

A  grating  sound  smote  their  ears  rather  harshly,  and  the 
light  of  the  torch  was  thrown  out  into  the  chamber  once 
more  just  in  time  to  see  the  huge  rock  to  which  Paul  had 
referred  slowly  making  its  way  upward  in  the  darkness  of 
the  shaft. 

“Hurrah,  hurrah!”  cried  Harry  excitedly,  and  seizing  the 
torch  he  dashed  away  through  the  passage  toward  the  trea¬ 
sure  chamber,  leaving  his  friends  in  total  darkness,  notwith¬ 
standing  Paul’s  cry  for  him  to  stop. 

In  a  moment  more  they  could  hear  him  shouting,  and  they 
now  hurried  after  him  as  best  they  could  in  the  intense  dark¬ 
ness,  emerging  into  the  Treasure  Chamber  to  find  him 
dancing  about  like  a  wild  man,  and  shouting  at  the  top  of 
his  voice: 

“Hu  r  rah — h  u  r  rah — h  u  r  rah !  ” 

The  cause  of  his  strange  conduct  was  apparent  to  all  the 
moment  they  entered  the  place  where  he  was. 

The  idol  was  gone! 

That  fact  was  enough  to  insure  them  the  means  of  escape 
They  had  but  to  return  and  move  the  other  lever,  and  down 
it  would  come  again  ready  to  transport  them  and  their  gold 
to  the  top  in  perfect  safety. 

Without  a  word,  Jim  took  the  torch,  which  was  almost 
burned  out,  and  hurried  back  into  the  passage,  and  in  a 
moment  more  returned. 

And  then  all  eyes  were  turned  upward  into  the  darkness 
watching  for  the  idol’s  return. 

Nor  were  they  disappointed,  for  presently  it  showed  itself 
and  in  a  moment  more  was  at  its  former  landing-place  up¬ 
right,  and  in  apparently  as  perfect  order  as  it  was  befo  v 
its  fall. 

“Load  up,  boys,”  he  continued.  “We  null 


move  the  go!  ! 
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into  the  temple  above,  and  then  bid  good-by  to  the  chambers 
and  shafts.  They  are  interesting,  but  dangerous.” 

So  they  piled  on  the  contents  of  ten  of  the  chests,  and 
■wvnt  up  with  them  into  the  temple  above  to  find  that  dark- 
ness  had  settled  over  the  land,  and  that  Clarita,  with  an 
eye  to  their  comfort,  had  a  smoking  hot  supper  prepared 
for  them. 

That  night  by  the  fire  they  laid  their  plans  for  the  future 
conduct  of  the  party.  There  was  more  than  gold  enough  in 
the  temple  and  under  it  to  make  them  all  independently  rich 
for  the  rest  of  their  lives,  but  the  difficulty  lay  in  transport¬ 
ing  it  to  a  place  where  it  could  be  made  useful.  It  was  of 
no  value  whatever  where  it  had  lain  so  many  years. 

But  how  were  they  to  get  it  out  of  the  valiey  and  escape 
the  lawless  band  of  outlaws  headed  by  the  justly  feared 
and  dreaded  Rubio?  Again,  even  if  Rubio  were  not  there, 
how  were  they  to  transport  it  ?  True,  they  had  enough 
mules  with  them  to  carry  considerable  of  the  gold  away,  but 
when  compared  with  what  they  must  leave  behind,  it  was  as 
nothing. 

They  talked  the  matter  over  until  far  into  the  night,  and 
the  conclusion  finally  arrived  at  and  agreed  updn  between 
them  was  as  follows: 

Jim,  with  Harry  and  Charlie,  were  to  repair  to  the  tem¬ 
ple  early  in  the  morning  and  employ  their  time  in  moving  the 
remainder  of  the  gold  to  the  floor  of  the  temple,  while  Paul 
and  Buck,  who  had  sufficiently  recovered  from  his  experience 
in  the  explosion  to  be  almost  as  good  as  new,  were  to  ride 
out  into  the  valley  to  discover  if  there  were  any  signs  of 
Rubio  and  his  men  about.  If  not,  they  were  to  return,  and 
then  the  whole  party  was  to  conclude  upon  some  means  of 
escape  from  the  country. 

That  once  accomplished,  they  were  to  proceed  at  once  to 
some  city  where  they  could  engage  a  force  of  men  at  suffici¬ 
ently  large  pay  to  return  with  them  and  take  away  the  gold. 

•'J  w  .J 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  PRICELESS  TREASURE — A  DISCOVERY. 

As  soon  as  dawn  appeared  the  boys  were  up  and  astir,  Jim 
and  Harry  and  Charlie  repairing  at  once  to  the  temple  to 
complete  the  work  begun  the  day  before,  while  Paul  and 
Ruck  mounted  their  horses  and  started  for  the  underground 
passage,  leading  to  the  outer  valley. 

Not,  however,  before  Clarita  had  laid  her  hand  softly  upon 
Paul’s  arm,  and  looking  up  at  him  with  tears  in  her  great 
dreamy  eyes,  had  said  in  her  musical  tongue: 

“You  will  return  to  me?” 

And  Paul,  who  had  discovered  the  secret  of  his  own  heart 
when  he  had  supposed  himself  lost  in  the  treasure  chamber 
the  evening  before,  and  forgetting  that  Buck  was  looking 
on  in  amused  silence,  had  clasped  Clarita  closely  in  his  arms 
and  whispered  her  name  tenderly. 

"Yes,  I  will  come  back  to  you,”  he  murmured,  as  he  kissed 
away  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  “and  then  we  will  escape  for¬ 
ever  from  these  wilds,  and  I  will  take  you  home  to  my  mother, 
v/here  you  will  be  the  most  priceless  treasure  I  have  yet 
found  or  will  ever  find.” 

Then  without  another  word  he  let  her  go,  and  springing 
upon  the  saddle,  galloped  away  toward  the  tunnel. 

The  mouth  of  the  canyon  was  nearly  reached  when  sud¬ 
denly  Paul  pulled  his  horse  up  short. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Buck. 

"I  could  swear  that  I  heard  a  rifle  then,”  replied  Paul. 

“Nonsense!”  exclaimed  Buck.  “I  heard  nothing.” 

“Listen,”  said  Paul,  simply.  “Perhaps  there  may  be  an¬ 
other.’’  But  after  listening  for  several  moments  they  jogged 
onward  again. 

A  quarter  of  a  mile  had  been  traversed,  when  suddenly 
both  young  men  stopped  still. 

There  was  no  mistaking  it  this  time,  for  it  was  more  than 
a  -ingle  shot  that  broke  the  silence  of  the  morning;  it  was  a 
rapid,  rattling  discharge. 

Crack,  crack,  c rackety- crack,  crack,  crack!  and  it  continued 
without  ceasing  this  time. 

“Something  Is  going  on  in  there,”  exlaimed  Buck. 

“Evidently,”  replied  Paul.  “What  can  it  be?  Do  you  sup- 
pore  that  Rubio’s  men  have  got  to  fighting  among  them- 
>e)veg  ?” 

"Something  is  going  on  in  there,”  exclaimed  Buck. 

"I»ok  there!"  cried  Paul,  pointing  ahead  of  them;  and 


there,  riding  out  from  the  entrance  to  the  canyon  were  five 
horsemen,  spurring  their  beasts  to  their  utmost  speed,  as  if 
anxious  to  escape  from  something. 

One  of  them  turned  and  fired  from  his  saddle  as  he  went, 
and  then  Paul  saw,  emerging  from  the  head  of  the  ravine, 
several  men  clad  in  buckskin  suits.  They  were  on  foot,  but 
they  were  running  rapidly,  and  firing  as  they  ran,  and  one 
of  the  escaping  horsemen  threw  up  his  hands  and  fell  to  tlfe 
plain,  while  his  horse  dashed  wildly  away  riderless. 

“The  Rurales!”  cried  Paul,  the  instant  he  saw  the  pursuers, 
for  he  recognized  them  as  the  fiercest  fighters,  and  therefore 
the  best  soldiers  of  Mexico.  "Those  fellows  escaping  are  all 
that  is  left  of  Rubio’s  band  of  outlaws.” 

“Shall  we  give  chase?”  asked  Buck,  glancing  at  his  rifle. 
“There  are  only  four  of  them  now,  and  one  of  them  is  Rubio 
himself.” 

“That’s  so!”  cried  Paul.  “Yes,  after  them,  Buck!” 

Much  to  the  surprise  of  all  concerned  except  themselves, 
for  they  had  not  been  seen  before,  the  two  young  men  dashed 
away  across  the  plain,  intent  upon  heading  off  the  bandits’ 
escape. 

Rubio  saw  them,  and  instantly  recognized  Paul,  and  his 
rage  knew  no  bounds.  He  was  so  beside  himself  when  he 
saw  that  he  was  hemmed  in  on  all  sides  that  he  ran  his 
animal  straight  toward  the  two  Americans. 

Paul  stopped  his  horse  and  raised  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder, 
Buck  following  his  example. 

The  two  reports  sounded  upon  the  air  almost  simultane¬ 
ously,  and  two  of  Rubio’s  men  reeled  in  their  saddles  and  fell 
to  the  earth,  while  the  third  halted  and  threw  up  his  hands 
as  a  sign  of  surrender. 

Not  so  Rubio.  He  dashed  straight  onward  toward  Paul 
and  Buck,  evidently  oblivious  to  everything  except  that  be¬ 
fore  him  was  the  personage  to  whom  he  attributed  all  his 
misfortunes,  and  he  was  seeking  revenge. 

In  his  right  hand  was  a  revolver,  which  he  raised  as  he 
came  forwai*d. 


Paul  saw  his  danger  and  again  raised  his  infle,  pulling  the 
trigger  instantly,  but  his  horse  started  a  trifle  just  as  he  did 
so,  thus  diverting  his  aim  so  that  instead  of  the  bullet  strik¬ 
ing  Rubio,  as  he  had  intended,  it  was  depressed,  and  hit  the 
horse  which  Rubio  rode  ri£ht  between  the  eyes,  tumbling  him 
to  the  ground  instantly,  and  precipitating  the  bandit  chieftain 
over  his  head,  where  he  fell  in  a  confused  heap  and  lay  as 
still  as  death. 

Rubio’s  arm  was  broken,  and  he  had  fainted. 

In  a  moment  more  the  Rurales  had  joined  them,  and  thanks 
and  congratulations  were  exchanged. 

Rubio  and  the  bandit  who  had  surrendered  had  been  se¬ 
curely  bound,  and  then  they  waited  for  the  remainder  of  the 
command  to  approach. 

Buck,  who  was  quite  skilful  at  surgery,  offered  his  services 
to  the  Rurales  in  the  way  of  binding  up  the  wounds  of  those 
who  were  hurt,  and  he  and  Paul  accompanied  them  back  to 
their  camp  beyond  the  barrier. 

Some  of  their  number  had  been  killed,  and  several  of  them 
had  been  severely  wounded,  and  Buck  set  to  work  dressing 
their  injuries. 

There  was  one  among  them  who  was  not  arrayed  in  the 
buckskin  uniform,  and  Buck  quickly  recognized  him  as  Senor 
Llorente.  He  was  very  severely  wounded — fatally,  in  fact, 
but  his  faculties  were  clear  as  ever.  He  recognized  Buck 
as  once  as  he  bent  over  him,  and  began  to  speak. 

Buck  called  Paul  to  his  side  to  interpret  for  him. 

“Tell  the  senor  that  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  left  him  so 
unceremoniously,  but  that  I  feared  that  he  and  his  friends 
were  in  some  way  connected  with  the  bandits  and  therefore 
thought  it  best  to  consult  with  my  friend,  the  captain  of  these 
soldiers. 

“The  story  I  told  him  was  correct.  I  came  here  upon  the 
invitation  of  Rubio,  to  redeem  a  child  who  was  stolen  from 
me  in  infancy — a  daughter;  but  I  fear  now  that  I  shall  never 
see  her.” 

“A  daughter!”  cried  Paul,  “and  stolen  by  Rubio?” 

“Si,  senor,”  replied  Llorente. 

“How  old  would  she  be  now?”  asked  Paul  excitedly. 

“She  would  be  nearly  eighteen.” 

“And  her  name  ?” 

“I  had  her  named  Clarita,  and  the  letter  from  Rubio  stated 
that  she  bore  the  name  still.  But  why  do  you  ask  these 
questions,  senor?  Do  you  know  aught  of  her?”  and  the 
Mexican’s  face  shone  with  an  eagerness  that  for  the  mo¬ 
ment  hid  all  evidences  of  pain. 

“Aye!”  exclaimed  Paul.  "I  know  where  she  is,  and  more! 
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I  can  find  and  bring  her  to  you.  Keep  up  your  courage 
and  strength,  Senor  Llorente,  and  in  two  hours  your  daughter 
she  be  in  your  arms.” 

“Heaven  bless  you!”  murmured  Llorente,  as  Paul,  without 
a  word  of  explanation  to  anyone,  leaped  upon  his  horse  and 
dashed  away  after  Clarita.  “I  will  keep  my  strength  long 
enough  to  see  my  child  before  I  die.” 


CHAPTER  XX. 

LLORENTE’s  REQUEST — CONCLUSION. 

When  Paul  reached  the  little  valley  where  Clarita  was 
waiting,  a  few  words  sufficed  to  acquaint  her  with  all  that 
had  taken  place  since  he  had  left  her,  and  without  sparing 
the  time  to  go  to  the  temple  and  speak  with  the  othei's,  she 
mounted  her  horse,  and  with  Paul  was  soon  galloping  like 
the  wind  toward  the  canyon  where  her  father  lay  dying. 

She  could  not  remember  her  father  nor  her  mother,  but  the 
knowledge  that  Rubio’s  blood  did  not  defile  her  veins  was 
ioyous  intelligence  indeed. 

In  considerably  less  than  two  hours,  Paul  led  Clarita  to  her 
father’s  side,  and  then,  brushing  a  tear  from  his  eye,  he 
stepped  aside  and  left  them  together. 

“My  child — my  Clarita!”  murmured  the  dying  man  as 
Clarita  bent  over  him,  and  something  in  his  voice,  now  husky 
with  pain — something  indescribable,  brought  a  flood  of  mem¬ 
ory  over  Clarita’s  brain,  for  at  that  instant  she  recognized 
her  father.” 

“Papa!”  she  cried,  bending  over  him  and  kissing  his  brow, 
which  was  cold  and  damp  with  approaching  death. 

“My  darling  child!”  murmured  her  father,  fondly.  “I  find 
you  but  to  lose  you,  for  I  am  dying,  my  Clarita.  Rubio  did 
his'  work  well,  for  he  has  kept  you  from  me  all  your  life. 
Your  mother  died  of  a  broken  heart  because  of  your  loss,  and 
now  he  has  killed  me;  it  is  his  revenge  because  vour  mother 
loved  me. 

“You  are  a  good  child,  though,  my  Clarita,  even  though 
you  have  been  in  that  villain’s  care.  I  can  see  goodness  in 
your  eyes  and  hear  it  in  your  voice,  and  if  you  would  see 
your  mother’s  most  peiffect  likeness  look  in  your  mirror. 

“Tell  me,  Clarita,  who  is  the  young  man  who  brought  you 
to  me?” 

“He  is  an  American  who  rescued  me  from  Rubio,”  replied 
Clarita,  blushing  warmly.  “His  name  is  Paul  Pemberton.” 

“And  you,  my  child,  love  him.  Do  not  deny  it,  Clarita,  for 
I  see  it  in  your  eyes.  Does  he  love  you?  Has  he  told  you 
of  his  love?”  and  when  Clarita  nodded  assent,  he  added: 

“Call  him  here  that  I  may  speak  to  him.” 

Paul  came  quickly  in  answer  to  Clarita’s  summons,  and 
dropped  upon  one  knee  by  Llorente’s  side. 

“Senor  Pemberton,”  said  the  dying  man,  “I  have  but  a  few 
moments  to  live,  and  I  have  something  to  say  to  you.  My 
daughter  says  she  loves  you  and  that  you  love  her.  Is  it 
true  ?” 

"Entirely  so,”  replied  Paul. 

“I  like  your  face.  Take  her,  and  be  good  to  her,  that  you 
may  ever  live  under  my  blessing.  Go  to  the  citv  of  Durango 
— to  Don  Manual  Iievuelta.  He  knows  why  I  came  upon  this 
journey,  and  he  has  the  management  and  settlement  of  my 
affairs.  Give  him  this,”  and  he  handed  a  beautiful  diamond 
ring  to  Clarita.  “He  is  a  true  friend  and  will  care  for  you 
until  your  marriage.” 

Senor  Llorente  was  sinking  rapidly,  but  his  last  moments 
were  the  happiest  he  had  known  in  years,  for  they  assured 
him  Of  the  future  in  store  for  his  daughter.  Although  he 
had  found  her  and  lost  her  in  the  same  day,  he  died  knowing 
that  she  was  in  good,  true  hands  where  she  would  be  well 
cared  for,  and  he  passed  away  with  a  happy  smile  on  his  face 
and  a  blessing  on  his  lips  for  his  children. 

But  little  more  remains  to  be  told  in  these  pages. 

Paul  and  Buck  and  Clarita  returned  to  the  little  valley,  and 
soon  the  others  were  made  acquainted  with  all  that  had 
transpired  that  day,  and  they  congratulated  both  Clarita  and 
Paul  warmly. 

The  burros  were  loaded  with  their  packs,  in  which  were 
lidden  away  enough  golden  ingots  for  several  moderate  for¬ 


tunes.  That  which  they  were  obliged  to  leave  behind  them 
they  left  openly  upon  the  floor  of  the  temple,  having  no  fear 
that  anyone  would  find  their  treasure  valley  and  deprive  it 
of  its  golden  crop. 

They  would  return,  they  said,  in  the  course  of  a  yean,  with 
an  army  of  burros,  and  take  away  all  there  was  left  of  the 
treasure. 

As  for  Paul,  he  had  many  sources  of  congratulation.  He 
had  proved  the  correctness  of  his  deciphering  of  the  Aztec 
picture-writing — a  task  which  many  learned  men  had  utterly 
failed  to  accomplish;  he  had  discovered  and  explored  an  Aztec 
temple  in  which  the  foot  of  man  had  not  stepped  for  cen¬ 
turies — since  the  Aztec  prists  themselves  had  visited  it;  he 
had  earned  for  himself  and  his  friends,  by  reason  of  his 
study  and  pei'severance,  fortunes  which  would  be  sufficient 
for  them  and  their  descendants  for  many  generations;  and 
lastly,  but  by  far  the  greatest  reason  for  self-congratulation, 
in  his  own  mind,  he  had  found  Clarita  Llorente.  and  he  had 
determined  to  take  her  to  Durango  to  Senor  Revuelta,  and 
leave  her  there  while  he  returned  to  his  home  in  the  States 
with  his  friends.  Then,  when  they  all  returned  for  the  bal¬ 
ance  of  the  gold,  he  would  claim  his  bride,  and  take  her  north 
to  his  mother,  and  whose  aims  would  be  open  wide  to  receive 
her  new  daughter. 

Such  were  their  plans,  and  so  they  were  carried  out. 

Rubio  and  his  companion  met  their  just  deserts  at  the  end 
of  a  rope,  for  the  Rurales  hung  them  without  delay  immedi¬ 
ately  after  they  had  buried  Clarita’s  father,  just  where  the 
canyon  opened  out  into  the  broad  and  beautiful  valley. 

And  so  we  leave  them  all,  reader,  for  you  to  follow  on 
through  the  few  adventux*es  they  had  in  returning  for  the 
gold.  Your  imagination  will  picture  it  quite  as  correctly  as 
I  could  tell  the  story;  but  before  closing  I  will  exhibit  the 
copy  of  a  letter  lately  received. 

“Denver,  July  10,  18 — . 

“My  dear  Friend. — This  is  a  beautiful  city,  and  we  are  con¬ 
sequently  stopping  here  much  longer  than  we  at  first  in¬ 
tended.  I  am  intent  upon  giving  Clarita  a  good  idea  of  our 
American  cities  and  the  customs  of  our  people.  She  speaks 
English  nearly  as  well  as  I  do  now,  and  is  very  happy  over 
the  prospect  of  soon  returning  from  our  long  journey  to  the 
friends  at  and  about  our  home.  Two  years  is  a  long  time  to 
be  away,  and  it  is  pearly  that  since  we  saw  you  last,  dear  old 
fellow. 

Clarita  says  I  can’t  look  for  any  more  treasure  without 
taking  her  with  me;  but  I  reply  that  in  the  Aztec  counti-y  I 
found  not  only  a  hundred  chests  of  gold,  but  a  casket  of 
treasure  before  which  all  other  values  decrease  to  nothing. 
Am  I  correct?  I  think  so  at  least.  Ever  yours, 

“Paul  Pemberton.” 

Thus  our  story  is  concluded.  The  boys  are  again  in  their 
homes;  the  treasure  secured;  the  bui'ied  seci’et  of  the  most 
high  priest  is  a  seci'et  no  longer,  for  our  friends  have  found 
and  secured  the  “One  Hundred  Chests  of  Gold.” 


Next  week’s  issue  will  contain  “PAT  MALLOY;  OR,  AN 
IRISH  BOY’S  PLUCK  AND  LUCK.”’ 


PIT  SPECIAL  NOTICE -1^ 

Please  give  your  newsdealer  a  standing  order  for 
your  weekly  copy  of  “PLUCK  AND  LUCK.”  The 
War  Industries  Board  has  asked  all  publishers  to 
gave  waste.  Newsdealers  must,  therefore,  be  in¬ 
formed  if  you  intend  to  get  a  copy  of  this  weekly 
every  week,  so  they  will  know  how  many  copies  to 
order  from  us. 
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A  FEW  GOOD  ITEMS 


SNAKE  CHARMING 

The  secrets  of  snake-charming  are  much  simpler 
than  most  people  imagine.  The  snakes  to  be  handled 
are  gorged  with  food  until  they  become  drowsy,  or 
else  they  are  drugged  so  that  their  senses  are  dazed. 
Sometimes  they  are  kept  in  iceboxes  and  the  cold 
puts  them  in  a  semi-torpid  condition.  In  either  case 
the  snakes  are  only  half  alive.  In  handling  the  rep¬ 
tile  the  hand  must  always  grasp  it  at  certain  places 
where  the  head  can  be  guided  and  held  from  the 
body.  This  is  the  hardest  thing  to  learn,  but,  like 
everything  else,  it  comes  with  practice.  By  dint  of 
dexterity  and  strength  the  snake  is  easily  passed 
from  one  hand  to  the  other  and  is  allowed  to  coil 
about  the  body.  The  snake-charmer,  however,  must 
always  be  on  the  alert.  When  the  snake  becomes  too 
lively  it  is  put  back  in  the  icebox.  In  handling  a 
reptile  with  the  fangs  in,  one  requires  great  strength, 
as  the  strap!  on  the  system  during  the  performance 
is  very  considerable.  The  grasp  and  movements 
must  be  precise  and  accurate.  There  is  no  room 
for  hesitancy  or  uncertainty.  Most  of  the  snakes 
handled,  however,  are  harmless,  so  far  as  poisoning 
is  concerned. 


EARTH  EATERS 

The  Loas  of  Siam  eat  earth  and  enjoy  it,  just  as 
the  German  drinks  bear,  the  Frenchman  wine  and 
the  Englishman  his  ale.  No  one  knows  exactly 
where  they  contracted  the  habit.  Perhaps  during 
some  time  of  great  famine  when  there  was  nothing 
to  devour.  At  any  rate,  the  habit  is  strong  and 
rich  and  poor  alike  indulge.  They  prefer  it  when 
it  is  procured  near  waters,  so  that  it  has  the  taste 
of  fish.  It  is  prepared  into  a  pasty  substance  and 
smothered  in  the  ground  in  a  hot  fire.  It  is  sold  in 
the  markets  and  stores  and  is  served  at  dinners  and 
big  functions  of  all  kinds.  Children,  women  and 
men  eat  it  together.  Of  course,  it  is  dreadfully  hard 
on  the  digestion  and  in  time  produces  intense  pain 
and  death  follows.  But,  like  the  opium  eater,  the 
dirt  eater  will  beg  for  his  food  even  at  death’s  door. 
In  some  parts  of  the  Kongo  the  dirt  is  sold  in  the 
shape  of  apples  and  oranges,  and  all  kinds  are  given 
out — yellow  dirt,  brown  dirt,  gray  earth  and  pinkish 
varieties,  too,  which  is  considered  a  great  luxury, 
indeed. 


FOX  FARMING  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
Much  has  been  written  during  the  last  three  or 
four  years  regarding  the  remarkable  development 
of  fox  farming  in  Canada,  especially  in  Prince  Ed- 
ward  Island,  where  this  industry  originated.  Less 
publicity  has,  however,  been  given  to  the  spread  of 
the  industry  in  the  United  States.  In  a  bulletin 
on  -Silver  Fox  Farming,”  just  issued  by  the  United 


States  Department  of  Agriculture,  it  is  stated  that 
fox  ranches  are  now  established  in  Maine,  New 
Hampshire,  Massachusetts,  New  York,  Pennsyl¬ 
vania,  Ohio,  Wisconsin,  Michigan,  Minnesota,  Mis¬ 
souri,  Oregon,  Washington  and  Alaska.  The  nat¬ 
ural  habitat  of  the  red,  cross  and  silver  foxes  (color 
phases  of  the  same  species)  includes  the  greater  part 
of  North  America,  from  central  United  States  north¬ 
ward  to  and  including  the  treeless  tundras.  The  sil¬ 
ver  phase,  the  pelts  of  which  are  most  valuable,  is 
in  general  more  common  as  one  goes  northward,  but 
is  very  irregular  in  its  distribution.  The  bulletin 
above  mentioned  gives  complete  directions  for  rais¬ 
ing  these  animals.  The  great  value  of  the  silver  fox 
has  led  to  extraordinary  precautions  against  their 
loss.  “On  the  more  pretentious  ranches  the  animals 
are  regularly  examined  by  a  doctor  and  guarded  by 
watchmen,  bulldogs  and  burglar  alarms.  Cats  are 
kept  to  act  as  foster  mothers  to  orphan  cubs.  Fox¬ 
hounds  are  trained  to  overtake  and  hold  without 
injury  foxes  that  have  escaped,  and  bloodhounds  are 
employed  to  track  thieves.” 


MAKE  YOUR  OWN  PERFUME 

Few  people  know  how  easy  it  is  to  capture  the 
fragrance  of  real  flowers.  Here  is  the  way  the 
Scientific  American  tells  us  to  do  it: 

The  first  step  is  to  secure  a  glass  funnel.  The 
small  end  of  this,  instead  of  opening,  should  be 
drawn  out  to  a  fine  point.  Some  means  must  be 
adopted  to  maintain  the  funnel  in  an  upright  posi¬ 
tion.  A  little  stand  made  of  wooden  uprights  and 
wire  will  do.  Any  kinds  of  highly  scented  flowers, 
such  as  roses,  may  be  gathered;  these  should  be  in 
fresh  condition,  as  just  after  opening  the  fragrance 
is  at  its  best.  Place  these  in  a  vase  filled  with  water 
so  that  they  will  not  wither.  Now  get  some  ice  and 
crush  this  into  small  fragments,  using  it  to  fill  up 
the  glass  funnel.  At  the  same  time  place  some  re- 
ceptable  under  the  funnel.  Sprinkle  salt  on  the  ice 
and  then  move  the  flowers  and  the  funnel  into  close 
proximity. 

After  a  while  it  will  be  seen  that  the  moisture 
from  the  atmosphere  is  condensed  on  the  outside 
of  the  funnel,  the  surface  of  which  is  chilled  by  the 
ice.  The  ethereal  odor  of  the  flowers  combines  with 
this  liquid  which  slowly  trickles  down  by  drops  into 
the  receptacle.  When  a  sufficient  quantity  is  secured 
this  may  be  mixed  with  about  an  equal  quantity  of 
pure  alcohol.  The  mixture  should  then  be  placed  in 
bottles,  when  it  will  keep  for  an  indefinite  time.  In 
this  way  all  kinds  of  flower  perfume  may  be  cap¬ 
tured  with  the  greatest  ease.  There  are  a  variety 
of  things  that  might  take  the  place  of  the  glass 
funnel. 
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GOOD  READING 


AUSTRO-HUNGARIAN  DEBT  $16,818,000,000 
The  total  debt  of  Austria-Hungary  last  October 
was  84,090,000,000  crowns  ($16,818,000,000),  ac¬ 
cording  to  a  dispatch  from  Vienna.  Austria’s  debt 
was  43,000,000,000  crowns  ($8,600,000,000).  A 
commission  appointed  to  investigate  the  question  of 
German-Austria’s  share  of  these  liabilities  finds  its 
proportion,  assuming  other  states  of  the  former  em¬ 
pire  will  pay  their  share,  amounts  to  25,000,000,000 
crowns. 


CAUGHT  IN  ICE  JAM 

The  British  steamship  Nova,  which  has  been  em¬ 
ployed  as  a  Y.  M.  C.  A.  relief  ship,  running  between 
British  ports  and  Archangel,  has  been  caught  in  an 
ice  jam,  it  was  learned  recently.  The  Nova  was 
carrying  150  lorries  and  other  supplies  valued  at 
$200,000  for  the  American  and  British  troops  in 
northern  Russia.  The  goods  included  5,000,000  cig¬ 
arettes,  50  tons  of  candy,  100  tons  of  sugar  and 
foodstuffs. 


A  FLOATING  HIPPODROME 
A  plan  to  carry  amusement  to  returning  soldiers 
detained  at  various  points  in  the  harbor  has  been 
evolved  by  Charles  B.  Dillingham  and  will  be  put 
into  immediate  practice.  A  huge  lighter  will  be 
transformed  into  a  stage  and  circus  ring,  to  be 
known  as  the  Floating  Hippodrome,  and  various 
features  of  the  Hippodrome  show  in  New  York  will 
be  carried  thereon  to  men  at  quarantine  and  naval 
landing  stations.  Among  the  acts  which  will  be 
thus  shown  will  be  the  Hippodrome  elephants,  the 
Hanneford  family  of  equestrians,  and  the  Slayman 
Ali  troupe  of  acrobats  and  others.  Mark  Lawson 
and  George  H.  Williams,  scenic  artist  and  carpenter 
of  the  Hippodrome,  have  begun  to  transform  the 
lighter  into  a  theater.  The  barge  will  meet  incom¬ 
ing  transports  during  the  mornings,  and  on  Sundays 
it  will  be  towed  to  the  different  stations  where  troops 
are  being  quartered. 


$12,000,000  TAX  ON  SOFT  DRINKS 

Legislative  leaders  in  Albany,  N.  Y.,  have  decided 
to  pass  a  bill  taxing  ice  cream  sodas,  sundaes,  grape 
juice,  ice  cream,  frosted  sarsaparilla,  celery  tonic, 
lemonade  and  other  soft  drinks. 

Senator  Henry  M.  Sage,  chairman  of  the  Senate 
Finance  Committee,  one  of  the  best  informed  men 
on  State  finances,  said  that  such  a  measure  was 
necessary. 

“The  excise  taxes  have  been  yielding  $24,000,000 
annually,”  said  Senator  Sage.  “This  amount  must 
be  made  up  from  new  sources.  We  decided  that  at 


least  half  this  sum,  $12,000,000,  must  be  raised  by 
taxing  ice  cream  and  all  soft  drinks.” 

The  method  of  taxation  has  not  been  decided.  In 
all  likelihood  a)l  soda  water  fountains  will  be  licensed 
as  well  as  so-called  ice  cream  parlors,  and  manu¬ 
facturers  of  soft  drinks  and  ice  cream  will  be  sub¬ 
ject  to  a  heavy  tax. 


NEW  PROCESS  OF  PRESERVING  LICHEES 
The  lichee,  one  of  the  most  widely  known  fruits 
throughout  China,  is  produced  in  south  China, 
chiefly  in  the  provinces  of  Fukien  and  Kwangtung, 
but  also  in  Szechwan.  The  fruit  of  the  lichee  tree, 
when  plucked,  rapidly  deteriorates  and  can  be  kept 
in  its  original  state  for  only  three  days  at  most.  A 
plan  has  been  adopted  for  preserving  the  fruit  by 
storing  it  in  bamboo  after  sprinkling  with  a  weak 
salt  solution  and  sealing  both  ends  of  the  bamboo 
with  clay.  In  this  manner  the  fruit  remains  fresh 
for  about  two  "weeks.  Dried  lichees  are  popular  in 
foreign  countries.  The  fruit  is  dried  -in  two  ways — 
by  sun  and  by  fire.  The  sun-dried  lichee  commands 
the  better  price,  it  having  a  finer  flavor  than  the 
fire-dried  fruit. 


A  GIANT  BUG 

The  frog’s  worst  enemy,  it  has  recently  been  dis¬ 
covered,  is  the  water  bug.  This  is  not  the  same  kind 
of  bug  which  is  found  in  houses,  but  a  large  species, 
which  inhabits  the  tropical  waters  of  both  North 
and  South  America.  This  "water  bug  is  called  a 
giant  by  comparison  with  other  bugs,  but  it  is  much 
smaller  than  any  of  the  frogs  on  which  it  preys. 
Yet  so  powerful  are  its  legs  that  it  is  sure  death  for 
the  frog  that  gets  within  their  grasp. 

The  two  principal  joints  of  the  forelegs  fold  down 
on  one  another  and  the  stouter  of  these  two  has  a 
groove  along  its  front  to  receive  the  sharp  inner 
edge  of  the  next  joint,  much  as  the  blade  of  a  pocket- 
knife  folds  down.  In  the  pools  of  tidal  waters  these 
giant  bugs  hide  among  stones  and  rubbish,  from 
which  they  dart  rapidly  to  attack  passing  frogs  and 
occasionally  fishes.  The  victim  is  clasped  by  the 
bug’s  forelegs  and  the  deadly  beak  between  its  two 
compound  eyes  is  plunged  deep  into  the  flesh. 

This  is  not  a  case  of  taking  toll  merely  of  the  vic¬ 
tim’s  blood,  as  in  the  case  of  many  other  sucking 
insects;  it  is  speedily  followed  by  the  death  of  the 
bug’s  victim.  This  appears  to  be  due  to  a  copious 
supply  of  liquid  from  around  the  base  of  the  beak, 
which  finds  its  way  into  the  puncture. 

Professor  Locy  has  traced  this  to  a  pair  of  glands 
in  the  head  of  the  giant  water  bug.  Their  secretion 
produces  death  very  quickly. 
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FROM  ALL  POINTS 


A  NOVEL  SIGHT. 

Owing  to  the  heavy  rains  recently  and  the  rapid 
-  ise  in  the  Wabash  River  many  farmers  in  the  bot- 
u  ins  were  unable  to  finish  gathering  their  corn,  and 
v  ne  of  the  novel  sights  on  the  McFadden  farm  in 
Lynn  Township  is  to  see  Nick  McFadden  out  daily 
in  his  rubber  hunting  boots,  with  water  almost  up 
to  hi-  hips,  gathering  corn,  while  one  of  his  farm¬ 
hands  is  driving  the  horses  hitched  to  the  wagon. 


'  WILD  MAN  TRIED  TO  EVADE  HAIRCUTTING 
Peter  Bornato,  of  Sandusky,  Ohio,  wild  man, 
squealed  and  squirmed  while  being  shorn  of  shaggy 
locks  and  matted  beard  of  raven-like  hue.  However, 
Sheriff  C.  Jay  Perry  and  two  deputies  held  him  while 
a  barber  plied  shears  and  razor,  and  when  the  ordeal 
was  over  Bornato  did  not  know  himself. 

“We’re  taking  no  chances  on  getting  the  cooties 
in  this  jail,”  said  the  sheriff. 

Bornato,  thinly  and  poorly  clad,  was  brought  to 
the  jail  by  farmers  living  in  the  vicinity  of  Castalia, 
who,  with  their  households,  had  become  alarmed  by 
his  presence,  after  he  had  been  captured  in  a  woods 
at  the  end  of  a  lively  phase. 

Bornato  refuses  to  talk.  In  fact,  the  sheriff  is 
uncertain  as  to  the  name  by  which  he  is  booked, 
having  decided  that  several  wheezes  emitted  when 
the  stranger  was  questioned  sounded  like  Bornato 
more  than  anything  else.  So  the  booking  was  made 
accordingly.  The  sheriff  is  of  the  opinion  that  the 
man  escaped  from  some  insane  asylum,  probably  the 
Toledo  State  Hospital. 


BOARDER  SUES  FOR  HIS  WOODEN  LEG 
“Peg"  Craft,  of  Dallas,  Tex.,  has  lost  his  wooden 
leg  and  is  hobbling  about  the  streets  on  crutches 
until  the  course  of  the  law  decides  whether  he  will 
ever  get  his  leg  back  and  howr  much  money  he  is 
entitled  to  by  reason  of  the  loss  of  his  wooden  mem¬ 
ber.  it  appears  that  “Peg”  got  behind  with  his 
room  rent,  and  one  night  while  he  was  dreaming  of 
better  days  his  landlady  entered  his  room  and  took 
the  nether  extremity  Which  stood  in  the  corner.  The 
next  morning  when  “Peg'’  raised  a  row  about  some 
one  swiping  his  leg  the  landlady  told  him  she  had 
it  and  would  keep  it  until  he  paid  his  room  rent. 
She  is  keeping  it  now  and  “Peg”  has  moved  to  an¬ 
other  place. 

But  -  Peg”  Ls  determined  to  get  that  leg — a  depend¬ 
able  stick  of  hickory.  He  has  worn  it  for  fifteen 
years  and  does  not  intend  to  give  it  up  without  a 
struggle.  He  has  charged  the  landlady  with  con- 
ver  Ion  of  personal  proper!  /  and  is  suing  her  for 
*  darn,  g  s  while  he  strugglesr about  the  streets  on  a 
cheap  crutch. 


In  his  suit  for  damages  “Peg”  declares  that  be¬ 
cause  of  his  leg  being  held  at  the  home  of  his  former 
landlady  he  suffers  mental  anguish  and  that  he  was 
physically  injured  when  his  crutch  caught  in  the 
pavement  and  threw  him  down.  Further,  he  de¬ 
clares  that  he  cannot  earn  his  living  in  his  usual 
manner.  He  is  asking  for  $500  actual  damages  and 
$500  exemplary  damages.  He  also  wants  his  doctor 
bill  paid — the  one  incurred  when  he  fell  on  the  hard 
pavement. 


BANK  NOTES. 

The  Bank  of  England  note  is  about  five  by  eight 
inches  in  dimensions,  and  is  printed  in  black  ink. 
on  Irish  linen,  water-lined  paper,  plain  white,  and 
with  ragged  edges. 

The  notes  of  the  Banque  de  France  are  made  of 
white  water-lined  paper,  printed  in  blue  and  black, 
with  numerous  mythological  and  allegorical  pic¬ 
tures,  and  running  in  denomination  from  the  twen¬ 
ty-franc  note  to  the  one-thousand  franc. 

South  American  currency,  in  most  countries,  is 
about  the  size  and  general  appearance  of  United 
States  bills,  except  that  cinnamon,  brown,  and  state 
blue  are  the  prevailing  colors,  and  the  Spanish  and 
Portuguese  are  the  prevailing  languages  engraved 
on  the  face. 

The  German  currency  is  rather  artistic.  The 
bills  are  printed  in  green  and  black,  and  run  in 
denominations  from  five  to  one  thousand  marks. 
The  latter  bills  are  printed  on  silk  fibre  paper. 

The  Chinese  paper  currency  is  in  red,  and  yellow 
paper,  with  gilt  lettering  and  gorgeous  little  hand- 
drawn  devices/  The  bills,  fo  the  ordinary  financier, 
might  pass  for  washing  bills,  but  they  are  worth 
good  money  in  the  “Flowery  Kingdom.” 

Italian  notes  are  of  all  sizes,  shapes  and  colors. 
The  smaller  bills — five  and  ten-lire  notes — are 
printed  on  white  paper  in  pink,  blue  and  carmine 
inks,  and  ornamented  with  a  finely  engraved  vig¬ 
nette  of  King  Humbert. 

The  one-hundred-rouble  note  of  Russia  is  barred 
from  top  to  bottom  with  all  the  colors  of  the  rain¬ 
bow  blended,  as  when' shown  through  a  prism.  In 
the  center,  in  bold  relief,  stands  a  large,  finely  exe¬ 
cuted  vignette  of  the  Empress  Catherine  I.  This  is 
in  black.  The  other  engraving  is  not  at  all  intricate 
or  elaborate,  but  it  is  well  done  in  dark  and  light 
brown  and  black  inks. 

The  Austrian  note  is  printed  on  light-colored, 
thick  paper,  which  shows  none  of  the  silk  fibre  marks 
or  geometrical  lines  used  in  ordinary  paper  cur¬ 
rency  as  a  protection  against  counterfeiting.  Each 
bears  upon  it  a  terrible  warning  to  counterfeiters, 
threatening  imprisonment  “to  any  one  who  shall 
make,  sell,  or  have  in  possession  any  counterfeit  or 
facsimile  of  this  bill.” 


i 


I 


24  PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


AFTER  BLACK  DIAMONDS 

- OR - 

THE  BOYS  OF  COAL  SHAFT  NO.  3 

By  WILLIAM  WADE 
(A  Serial  Story) 

'  CHAPTER  IV  (Continued). 

Kitty’s  hand  bore  to  him  an  extra  pressure  as 
she  shook  hands  with  the  boy,  and  they  bade  each 
other  good-night,  Bob’s  mother  first  clfeking  Mrs. 
Green  if  they  would  not  stay  over  night  with  her. 

Mrs.  Green  thanked  the  woman  for  the  kindness, 
but  said  she  would  prefer  remaining  in  her  own 
home. 

The  crowd  dispersed,  and  the  boys  stood  on  the 
corner  for  some  time,  talking  of  the  fire  and  what 
it  had  done. 

“Gee,  Jim!  Don’t  you  know  that  if  you  hadn’t 
come  through  that  window  when  you  did  I’d  have 
been  suffocated?  That  smoke  didn’t  look  bad  to 
you,  but  it  was  fearful!”  said  Robert  to  his  chum. 

“I  know  it  was  bad,  but  I  didn’t  have  the  least  idea 
that  you  were  nailed  down  like  that  or  I’d  have 
been  through  before  that.” 

‘  Before  that!  Why,  old  man,  you  couldn’t  have 
got  through  there !  That  fire  was  raising  merry  old 
Cain  about  that  window !  If  the  fire  department 
had  not  reached  there  the  whole  house  would  have 
gone,  and  I’d  been  gone  with  it." 

Jim  shuddered  as  he  thought  of  the  chance  which 
his  chum  stood. 

“But,  Bob,  you  oughtn’t  to  have  taken  the  chance 
on  that  roof  !” 

“I  know  that,  Jim,  but  great  Lordy !  Mrs.  Green’s 
stuff  was  in  there,  and  they  haven’t  any  too  much 
of  this  world’s  goods,  what  with  the  old  man,  her 
father,  drinking  up  all  he  digs  out  of  the  shaft.” 

“It  is  a  shame  the  way  the  old  fellow  drinks!” 
nodded  Jim  Norcross.  “I  wish  there  was  some  way 
to  make  him  quit  that.  Plis  wife  is  one  of  the  finest 
women  in  this  town,  and  Kitty — Kitty’s  a  darling!” 

Bob  looked  sharply  at  Jim,  and  then  smiled  weakly 
as  he  thought  of  the  expression  which  his  chum  had 
put  into  those  words. 

“You’re  right,  old  man,  she’s  a  darling.  Why 
don’t  you  call  on  her  once  in  a  while,  Jim?” 

“Who,  me?  Say,  Bob,  do  you  mean  that?”  as  if 
he  had  been  thinking  of  such  a  thing  and  only 
wanted  an  expression  of  opinion. 

“Of  course,  I  mean  it!  Do  you  think  I’m  stand¬ 
ing  here  and  jollying  with  you  about  it?” 

“By  jingoes,  I  believe  I’ll  do  it!  I  wonder  if  she’d 
stand  for  me.” 

“She  ought  to  stand  for  you.  You’re  one  of  the 
hardest  working  fellows  at  old  No.  3,  and  I  don’t 
know  any  of  your  bad  habits.  Surely  I  ought  to,  for 
I’ve  known  you  for  a  year.” 

Jim  stood  silent  for  a  few  moments,  looking  to¬ 


ward  the  ground  and  kicking  his  shoe  into  the  soft 
earth  nervously. 

“One  bronze  coin  of  the  realm  for  your  thoughts. 
Jim,”  suddenly  spoke  Robert  Newton,  taking  the 
young  fellow  by  the  shoulder.  * 

“Nothing  in  particular,  Bob,”  absently  answered 
young  Norcross. 

“Jim,”  and  Bob  squarely  faced  in  front  of  his 
chum,  “there  is  something  in  particular,  and  you’re 
not  being  square  with  me.  You  know  what  it  is, 
and  so  do  I!”  as  he  nodded  his  head  back  at  the 
burned  house. 

In  the  dim  light  of  the  distant  arc  Bob  saw  the 
face  of  Jim  Norcross  go  suddenly  crimson  and  he 
tried  to  laugh  it  off,  but  the  laugh  was  weak. 

“It’s  all  right,  old  man,  and  I  want  to  help,  if 
you’ll  need  any  help,  though  I  don’t  think  you  will. 
You  ought  to  fight  your  own  little  game  out  and 
win.”  , 

Bob  placed  his  arms  about  the  shoulders  of  his  f 
chum  and  they  started  off  dowrn  the  side  street  to 
where  they  lived,  Jim  around  the  corner  from  Robert  , 
Newton. 

“Well,  let’s  get  to  bed,  Jim,”  said  Bob,  as  they 
reached  the  gate.  “It’s  mighty  late  for  both  of  us 
to  be  out.  Seven  o’clock  is  work,  you  know!” 

So  the  boys  parted,  Bob  walking  into  the  house 
and  finding  that  his  mother  had  already  gone  to  bed. 

When  the  whistle  blew  for  work  in  the  morning 
at  seven-thirty  Jim  Norcross  was  standing  beside 
Robert  Newton  at  the  mouth  of  the  shaft,  waiting 
for  the  next  elevator  to  take  them  down. 

They  worked  all  day  in  the  far  west  end  of  the 
main  entry  leading  in  that  direction,  and  at  the  reg¬ 
ular  hour  laid  down  their  tools  and  started  for 
the  top. 

Out  there  a  great  many  men  were  standing  about, 
talking  over  various  matters,  their  work  during  the  „ 
day,  the  accidents  or  incidents  with  which  they  had 
been  connected,  the  weighing  trouble,  and  other 
things. 

Jim  and  Bob  walked  off  the  elevator  and  started 
I  for  the  path  leading  toward  the  north,  past  the  main 
offices  of  the  Rocksbury  Coal  Company,  when  a  voice 
called  from  the  door: 

“Bob!  Oh,  Newton!  Come  over  here!” 

The  two  young  men  turned  to  see  whence  and 
from  whom  came  the  voice.  At  the  same  time  other 
miners  saw  the  man — Merlin,  operator  of  the  coal 
mine.  * 

lie  was  a  portly  man,  of  about  fifty  years,  stal¬ 
wart  at  one  time,  perhaps,  but  a  little  fat  from  years 
of  no  exercise. 

His  mutton-chop  whiskers  poked  out  on  the  sides 
and  made  him  a  picture  of  the  much  caricatured  cap¬ 
italist. 

“Come  in  a  few  minutes,  Bob,  I  want  to  talk 
with  you,”  he  said,  as  the  boy  approached  the  office 
door. 


(To  be  continued.) 
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INTERESTING  ARTICIES 

>  •  '  . 


CIGARETTE  SMOKING  ON  THE  INCREASE. 

rhirty-nine  billion  cigarettes  were  produced  in 
the  l  nited  States  last  year,  and  so  far  as  the  De¬ 
partment  oi  Agriculture  has  been  able  to  ascertain, 
practically  all  will  be  used  in  this  country,  as  few 
will  be  exported.  This  represents,  the  department 
reported,  four  times  as  many  cigarettes  as  were  pro¬ 
duced  seven  years  ago. 

Consumption  of  tobacco  in  other  forms  decreased 
slightly  last  year,  due  largely  to  higher  prices.  Last 
year  625,000,000  pounds  of  leaf  tobacco  were  used 
in  manufacturing  compared  with  658,000,000  in 

1917. 


A  LUCKY  FIND. 

A  famous  silvertip  bear,  the  largest  in  Colorado, 
has  at  last  been  run  to  his  lair,  and  in  the  finding 
of  the  long-sought  animal  there  was  discovered, 
through  the  bear  itself,  silver  deposits  of  fabulous 
richness  and  extent,  according  to  “Jack”  Lynch,  a 
resident  of  Eagle,  Colo.  Lynch,  a  prospector,  seek¬ 
ing  ore  similar  to  that  recently  found  in  the  Lady 
Belle  Mine,  near  Eagle,  which  assayed  1,000  ounces 
to  the  ton,  ran  across  the  bear  at  the  head  of  Brush 
Creek  and  raised  his  rifle.  The  animal  seemed  to 
realize  that  he  was  about  to  be  shot  and  began  a 
“bear  dance”  that  made  it  difficult  for  Lynch  to  get 
true  aim.  Finally,  Lynch  was  seized  with  game 
ague.  The  huge  bear  made  for  a  narrow  pass,  and 
J  Lynch  followed.  Bruin  entered  a  cave  high  on 

(the  side  of  Horse  Mountain,  and  Lynch  sat  down  to 
gain  heart  to  shoot  the  bear  when  it  issued  from  the 
<*hole.  He  picked  up  some  rocks  to  toss  about  and 
was  immediately  struck  by  their  weight.  Exam¬ 
ination  and  assaying  proved  the  ore  to  be  very  rich 
in  silver. 


GREAT  ANTIQUITY  OF  MARINERS’  COMPASS. 

Ancient  Chinese  records  would  seem  to  give  the 
use  of  the  magnetic  needle  for  determining  direction 
a  long  and  varied  history.  The  principle  of  the 
compass,  or  as  the  Chinese  call  it,  the  south-point- 
>  ing  chariot,  is  stated  by  Chinese  and  foreign  author¬ 
ities  alike  to  have  been  discovered  during  the  reign 
of  Chong  Wang,  1115-1079  B.  C.  The  discovery 
•  was  forgotten  in  a  few  hundred  years.  Then  the 
philosopher  Chang  Hong,  who  died  in  139  B.  C., 
reconstructed  the  device.  In  succeeding  troubles 
his  model  was  lost  and  forgotten.  From  the  third 
century  A.  D.  onward  great  interest  was  shown  by 
the  Chinese  sages  in  the  allusions  in  old  writings  to 
the  mysterious  south-pointing  chariot.  Attempt 
after  attempt  was  made  to  solve  the  riddle,  and  then 
4  we  read  in  writings  of  the  eleventh  century  of  the 
compass  being  in  use  by  mariners. 

The  Chinese  south-pointing  chariot  w'as  a  magne¬ 


tized  needle  suspended  on  a  thread,  so  as  to  give 
freedom  to  its  north  and  south  propensities.  It 
seems  not  to  have  been  used  by  the  Chinese  for  navi¬ 
gation,  but  solely  as  an  instrument  for  geographers. 
It  is  probable  that  the  Chinese  junk  captains  of 
early  days  found  it  a  needless  luxury  in  their  shore 
hugging  and  river  navigation. 


HIS  PIG  DIED. 

Thousands  of  youngsters  throughout  the  country 
tfho,  with  no  thought  for  the  worries  that  come  to 
those  seeking  to  raise  live  stock,  joined  pig  clubs 
and  acquired  in  exchange  for  the  promise  to  pay  $10 
a  squealing  young  porker,  have  now  arrived  in  the 
day  of  accounting.  The  notes  given  in  exchange  for 
the  pigs  matured  on  December  1,  and  the  organiza¬ 
tions  wrhich  fostered  the  movement  have  been  having 
some  trouble  in  collecting. 

Many  of  those  youngsters  entirely  overlooked  the 
fact  that  there  is  a  death  rate  among  pigs,  and  some 
of  them  are  faced  by  the  necessity  of  paying  for  a 
pig  vrhich  some  time  ago  ceased  to  be  of  any  use  and 
wdiich  because  of  its  natural  rather  than  artificial 
death  was  worth  less  than  nothing  as  pork.  Pig 
club  officials,  however,  report  that  comparatively 
few  of  the  pigs  died. 

One  embyro  pig  farmer  when  he  received  a  re¬ 
quest  from  the  holders  of  the  notes  to  pay  $10  with 
a  six  month’s  interest  that  came  to  thirty  cents 
submitted  his  views  on  the  entire  matter  in  a  letter 
to  the  pig  club. 

“I  bought  a  pig  from  the  teacher,”  he  wrote,  “and 
had  till  the  first  of  December  to  pay  it,  and  I’m  go¬ 
ing  to  pay  it  on  the  twenty-ninth.  And  you  didn’t 
tell  us  we  had  to  pay  interest.  When  we  bought  the 
pig  she  had  a  cold  and  she  coughed  till  she  died. 
You  came  and  saw  the  pig  only  once,  and  you  told 
us  you  would  come  and  see  the  pig  again,  and 
though  our  pig  has  since  died,  we  are  going  pay  you 
just  the  same.  And  we  are  going  to  pay  it  to  the 
teacher.  You  didn’t  mention  any  bank  and  w^e  are 
going  to  pay  it  where  we  bought  it.” 

Many  of  the  young  pork  farmers  paid  cash  for  the 
pigs,  and  it  is  said  that  the  trouble  that  has  arisen 
from  trying  to  collect  notes  is  not  due  to  any  unwill¬ 
ingness  on  the  part  of  the  youngsters  to  pay,  but 
rather  through  the  fact  that  in  the  excitement  of 
caring  for  their  live  stock  they  had  forgotten  when 
the  notes  would  come  due. 

It  is  expected  that  the  sending  of  bills  to  the  pig 
raisers  will  cause  wholesale  slaughtering  of  porkers 
in  sections  where  there  are  pig  clubs.  To  many  the 
slaughterings  will  bring  a  fair  return  on  the  invest¬ 
ment,  and  it  is  said  that  in  spite  of  the  advent  of 
peace  the  clubs  will  be  continued  next  year. 
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GOOD  CURRENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 


A  large  bear  made  its  appearance  in  the  pasture 
of  Masahoro,  Soyo,  Kitami  Province,  in  Japan,  and 
attacked  a  three-year-old  bull  which  was  munching 
grass.  The  pair  fought  to  the  death — ot  the  bull. 
Two  other  bulls  which  were  separately  roaming 
about  the  pasture  were  attracted  by  the  struggle, 
and  as  soon  as  their  mate  was  killed,  sprang  upon 
the  bear  with  their  united  strength.  A  desperate 
fight  ensued  for  some  time,  but  unfortunately,  re¬ 
sulted  in  the  fall  of  the  two  revenging  companions 
after  having  sustained  severe  wounds  from  the  paws 
of  the  wild  animal.  The  triumphant  monster  then 
took  the  first  bull  in  his  grip  and  disappeared  into 
the  valley,  leaving  his  telltale  footprints  in  the  soft 
earth. 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

“Here’s  a  man  went  around  the  world  without  tip¬ 
ping.”  “That’s  the  only  way  to  work  it.  You  don’t 
have  to  back  over  the  same  route.” 


Full  citizenship  was  conferred  on  162,402  soldiers 
and  sailors  of  the  United  States  army  and  navy  up 
to  January  1  under  the  act  of  May  9,  1918,  which 
so  amended  the  naturalization  laws  as  to  authorize 
the  granting  of  citizenship  to  friendly  aliens  who 
had  served  a  full  enlistment  in  the  military  or  naval 
service  of  the  United  States  or  had  complied  with 
certain  legal  requirements  as  to  formal  declaration 
of  intention  to  become  citizens  of  the  United  States. 
The  figures  were  announced  in  a  report  from  the 
Bureau  of  Naturalization,  dated  January  8,  1919. 


A  sturgeon  weighing  800  pounds  was  caught  in 
the  Hudson  River  off  Shad  Island  at  Albany  recently. 
There  was  a  time  when  this  fish  was  so  plentiful  in 
the  upper  reaches  of  the  Hudson  that  it  was  famil¬ 
iarly  -known  as  “Albany  beef.”  Through  lack  of 
proper  protection  the  sturgeon  was  turned  away 
from  its  spawning  grounds.  Today  this  fish,  thanks 
to  the  alertness  of  the  Forest,  Fish  and  Game  Com¬ 
missioner,  is  being  permitted  to  make  its  spring  pil¬ 
grimage  for  the  purpose  of  propagating  its  kind. 
In  time  folk  thereabout  may  again  be  able  to  secure 
a  plentiful  supply  of  “Albany  beef”  in  season  for" 
moderate  prices. 


They  had  quite  exciting  times  at  the  home  of 
Elmer  Dare,  in  Harmony,  Me.,  recently.  The  place 
was  visited  by  spirits,  hobgoblins,  or  some  other  ob¬ 
noxious  unearthly  creatures.  The  family  was  awak¬ 
ened  in  the  night  by  cider  and  vinegar  barrels  being 
rolled  over  in  the  cellar,  doors  slamming,  chairs 
tipped  over  and  other  noises  too  numerous  to  men¬ 
tion.  The  neighbors  were  called  in  by  telephone 
and  watched  all  night,  but  failed  to  locate  the  cause 
of  the  disturbance.  The  next  three  nights  the  same 
mysterious  doings  were  repeated  and  several  win¬ 
dows  were  broken.  Although  there  was  a  bright 
moon  and  several  men  watched  the  place  they  failed 
to  discover  any  cause  for  the  unusual  commotion. 


“Did  your  uncle  remember  you  when  he  came  to 
make  his  will?”  “Yes;  he  remembered  me  so  well 
that  he  left  my  name  out  altogether.” 


Mrs.  Skinnum — Why  are  you  all  hiding  from  Tom¬ 
my?  Little  Lizzie — We  are  playing  “grown-ups,” 
and  Tommy  is  the  butcher  come  with  his  bill. 


Anxious  Mistress — Jane,  have  you  given  the  fish 
any  fresh  water  lately?  Jane — No,  mum.  They 
haven’t  drunk  the  water  I  gave  them  last  month  yet. 


“What  is  the  best  way  to  develop  an  appetite?” 
asked  the  old  fogy.  “Being  without  the  price  of  a 
meal  is  the  best  way  I  know  of,”  replied  the  wise  guy. 


“Well,  Tommy,  is  arithmetic  easy  for  you  this 
year?”  Tommy— Yes’m.  “Is  it  because  you  have  a 
new  teacher?”  Tommy— No,  ma’am;  it’s  ’cause  I 
ain’t  got  ’rithmetic.  , 


Mother-in-law— The  doctor^aid  I  was  all  rundown 
and  needed  strychnine  as  a  tonic.  Now,  I  don’t  want 
to  take  too  much.  How  big-  a  dose  do  you  recom¬ 
mend?  Son-in-law  (hopefully) — I  wouldn’t  take 
more  than  a  gallon  to  begin  with. 


Fathei,  said  little  Danny  Grogan,  “why  dooze 
they  have  the  electric-light  wires  covered  wit’  rub¬ 
ber?”  “Oi  am  soorprised  at  your  ignorance,”  said 
Mr.  Grogan,  in  answer.  “They  do  be  covered  so  thot 
the  light  cannot  lake  out  av  urn.” 


Herbert  (with  his  history  book) — Papa  what  is 
the  Appian  Way?  Papa— I  suppose  it  was  a  way 
Appian  nad,  though  I  don  t  know  much  about  him 
personally. 
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LUCKY  JOE  BROWN 

- OR - 

THE  SMARTEST  BOY  IN  NEW  YORK 

■ 


By  J.  P.  RICHARDS 


(A  serial  story)  , 

CHAPTER  V  (Continued). 

If  he  liked  Mr.  Lowden’s  looks,  Joe  had  intended 
to  confide  in  him,  but  he  did  not  take  to  the  man 

at  all. 

Satisfied  now  that  all  the  white  glittering  stones 
in  his  wonderful  collection  were  diamonds,  Joe  got 
his  thinkers  at  work  again. 

There  seemed  to  him  just  two  ways  of  getting 
around  the  problem.  * 

One  was  to  take  his  find  to  some  police  station  and 
turn  it  over;  the  other  to  try  to  see  Mr.  Henriques, 
the  husband  of  the  woman  who  had  been  robbed. 

Joe  rejected  the  first  offhand. 

‘‘They  will  surely  hold  me  as  well  as  the  jewelry,” 
he  said  to  himself,  ‘-and,  anyway,  if  I  do  that  I  shall 
lose  the  reward.” 

The  newspaper  account  had  described  Mr.  Hen¬ 
riques  as  a  banker  on  Wall  street. 

Joe  inquired  his  way  to  Wall  street,  and  located 
the  place. 

The  banking  offices  of  Henriques  &  Co.  were  on 
the  second  floor  of  an  enormous  building. 

Joe  looked  in  through  the  glass  door,  and  saw 
that  the  main  office  was  very  elegantly  furnished, 
and  contained  an  army  of  clerks. 

“I  can  never  get  at  that  big  man  by  just  going 
in  and  asking  to  see  him,”  he  said  to  himself.  “How 
shall  I  manage  it?” 

He  walked  back  towards  the  Astor  House,  think¬ 
ing,  and  by  the  time  he  reached  it  his  mind  was 

made  up. 

“I'll  write  him  a  letter,”  he  said  to  himself.  “That 
will  be  given  to  him,  and  I  think  it  will  interest  him 
all  right.” 

He  got  paper  and  an  envelope  at  the  desk,  and 
going  into  the  hotel  writing  room  he  penned  the 
following  missive,  which  we  consider  pretty  cleverly 
worded  for  a  country  boy  of  eighteen: 

“Astor  House,  Sept.  10,  19 — . 
“Mr.  T.  F.  Henriques: 

“Dear  Sir. — The  writer  by  a  singular  accident 
which  he  will  explain  to  you  personally,  came  last 
r  ight  into  the  possession  of  certain  valuable  jew¬ 
elry.  Seeing  in  the  paper  an  account  of  the  robbery 
at  your  house,  he  feels  that  there  is  strong  reason 
to  believe  that  these  goods  are  some  if  not  all  of 
the  stolen  good.s.  If  you  will  grant  me  an  interview 


1  will  show  you  a  few  of  the  pieces,  and  will,  if  you 
wish,  take  you  where  you  can  see  the  rest. 

“Yours  truly, 

“JOSEPH  BROWN. 

“Of  Little  Indian,  Schoharie  Co.,  N.  Y.” 

Joe  put  in  the  last  line  with  the  idea  of  shewing 
Mr.  Henriques  that  he  was  no  city  fakir,  and  also 
to  help  him  out  in  his  explanation  later  on. 

“It  will  be  certain  to  attract  his  attention,”  he  rea¬ 
soned.  “It  will  show  him  that  I  am  no  cheap  crook.” 

He  then  took  his  dress-suit  case  upstairs  again 
and  selected  several  rings,  a  necklace  which  appeared 
to  be  made  of  many  pearls,  and  the  diamond  coro¬ 
net. 

With  these  articles  stowed  away  in  his  pockets, 
Joe  checked  the  suit-case  again,  and  started  for  Wall 
street. 

Pie  grew  more  nervous  with  each  step  he  took. 

What  if  Mr.  Henriques  should  detain  him,  call 
in  a  policeman,  and  have  him  arrested?  he  kept  ask¬ 
ing  himself. 

But  he  determined  to  go  ahead,  hit  or  miss. 

It  was  now  almost  ten  o’clock,  and  Joe  had  chosen 
a  very  good  time  for  his  interview  with  the  banket*, 
for  as  a  matter  of  fact  the  tall,  stylish  looking-  gen¬ 
tleman  who  entered  the  office  just  ahead  of  him  was 
none  other  than  the  banker  himself. 

Joe  went  to  one  of  the  openings  in  the  brass  rail¬ 
ing  and  handed  his  letter  to  a  clerk. 

“Will  you  please  give  that  to  Mr.  Henriques?”  he 
said.  “It  is  very  important  and  I  am  to  wait  for  an 
answer.” 

The  clerk  took  the  letter,  called  a  boy  and  turned 
it  over  to  him  without  even  replying. 

About  five  minutes  later  the  boy  came  along  out¬ 
side  the  railing. 

“Mr.  Henriques  wants  to  see  you,”  he  said.  “Come 
this  way.” 

Now  this  was  the  time  when  an  ordinary  boy 
would  have  allowed  his  nervousness  to  get  the  best 
of  him.  %. 

Joe  did  nothing  of  the  sort. 

Quite  the  contrary,  that  was  the  moment  when  all 
nervousness  seemed  to  leave  him. 

As  he  felt  just  then  Joe  could  have  faced  the 
president  of  the  United  States. 

He  wras  ushered  into  an  elegantly  furnished  pri¬ 
vate  office,  where  at  a  handsome  roll-top  desk  sat 
the  gentleman  who  had  passed  him  in  the  hall. 

The  man  eyed  him  keenly,  and  Joe  returned  his 
steady  gaze. 

“You  wanted  to  see  me,”  said  Mr.  Henriques,  tak¬ 
ing  up  Joe’s  letter.  “What  is  the  meaning  of  this?” 

“It  means  precisely  what  it  says,  sir,”  replied  Joe. 

“Show  me  what  you  have  got.” 

“  beg  your  pardon,  sir.  If  you  will  permit  me 
to  tell  how  I  found - ” 

“Show  me  what  you  have  got!” 

The  man’s  manner  was  rude  and  dictatorial. 

(Tp  be  continued.) 
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ITEMS  OF  GENERAL  INTEREST 


EATS  12  LBS.  OF  PICKLES 
Martin  McKee,  a  coal  miner  of 
Springfield,  Ill.,  may  well  be 
termed  the  champion  pickle 
eater  in  the  world.  On  a  wager 
he  devoured  twenty-five  of  the 
appetizers  in  one  sitting  and  won 
$5.  They  were  of  the  large  sized 
variety  and  in  all  weighed 
twelve  and  one-half  pounds. 


WATCHING  FOR  TREASURE 


back.  They  had  just  time,  by 
sprinting,  to  catch  an  outgoing 
Illinois  Central  train  back  to  the  | 
prison.  “Shake  a  leg,"  called  the 
sheriff  to  his  prisoner,  and  by 
his  speed  the  sheriff  caught  it. 
Maybe  Vaughn  couldn’t  run  fast. 
A  few  hours  later  the  detective 
bureau  received  a  telegram  from 
the  sheriff,  the  purport  of  which 
was  “catch  him  again.” 


Capt.  Kidd’s  supposed  treas¬ 
ures  along  the  New  England  and 
Long  Island  coasts  have  a  paral¬ 
lel  in  the  anthracite  coal  banks 
of  the  Lehigh  field,  in  Pennsyl¬ 
vania.  Several  huge  culm  piles, 
reported  to  contain  buried  chests 
of  money  stolen  nearly  fifty 
years  ago  in  nearly  villages  are 
being  run  through  washeries  at 
Drifton  and  Yorktown.  Close 
watch  is  kept  by  the  workmen  as 
the  stuff  is  put  through  the 
screens  and  chutes,  but  nothing 
has  been  discovered  except  the 
bones  of  mules. 


HASTE  LOST  A  PRISONER 
William  Vaughn,  who  escaped 
recently  from  the  Missouri  State 
Penitentiary,  was  recaptured  in 
Chicago,  and  Sheriff  Owens,  of 
Boonville,  Mo.,  -came  to  take  him 


DOESN’T  LIKE  GERMANS 
Refusing  to  live  longer  in  Lin¬ 
coln  Township,  Douglas  County, 
South  Dakota,  because  it  is  pop¬ 
ulated  almost  exclusively  with 
persons  of  German  birth  or  de¬ 
scent,  William  McMahon,  a 
farmer  of  the  township,  an¬ 
nounces  that  he  has  sold  his 
farm  in  “Germany,”  as  he  terms 
the  township,  and  will  locate 
where  the  English  language  is 
spoken.  McMahon  has  felt  lone¬ 
ly  since  the  election  in  Novem¬ 
ber.  When  the  vote  was  count¬ 
ed  in  Lincoln  Township  it  was 
found  that  he  had  cast  the  only 
Republican  vote  and  that  all 
other  electors  in  the  township 
had  voted  the  Non-Partisan 
League  ticket,  which  is  alleged 
to  have  been  backed  by  every 
German  and  pro-German. 


OLD  COINS  WANTED 

$S2  to  $500  EACH  paid-for  Hundred*  ®1 
Coius  dated  before  1SU5.  Keep  ALL  Old 
Money.  You  may  have  Coins  worth  a 
Large  Premium.  Send  $10c.  for  New 
Illustrated  Coin  Value  Hook,  size  4xtt 
Get  Posted  at  Once. 

CLARKE  COIN  CO..  Box  35.  L«  Roy,  N.  T. 


the  Tantalize  it  puzzle. 

Consists  of  one  liorl- 
zoutal  and  one  perpendic¬ 
ular  piece  of  highiy-pol- 
islied  metal  bent  in  such 

_  _  _  | _ a  manner  that  when  as- 

summed  it  seems  utterly  impossible  to  get 
them  apart,  but  by  following  tbe  directions 
u  is  very  easily  accomplished.  This  one  is 
a  brain  twister.  Price  10c  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  with  directions. 

i  BANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave..  N.  Y. 


GOOD  LUCK  GUN  FOB. 

The  Leal  western  article 
carried  Dy  the  cowboys,  it 
is  maae  of  fine  leather, 
with  a  highly  nickeled 
buckle.  The  holster  con¬ 
tains  a  metal  gun,  of  the 
same  pattern  as  those  used 
by  all  the  most  famous 
scouts.  Any  boy  wearing 
one  of  these  fobs  will  at¬ 
tract  attention.  It  will 
give  him  an  air  of  western 
romance.  The  prettiest 
and  most  serviceable  watch 
fob  ever  made.  Send  for 
one  to-day.  Trice  20  cents 
each  by  mail  postpaid. 


STAB  AND  C  KK SCENT 


PUZZLE. 


The  puzzle  is  to  separate 
the  one  star  from  the 
linked  star  and  crescent 
without  using  force.  Price, 
10  cents;  3  for  ->g  cents, 
by  mail,  Dostpaid. 


FRAME  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  New  York. 
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Picture  Stories” 


“MYSTERY  MAGAZINE” 


A  Weekly  Magazine  Devoted  to  Photoplays  and  Players 


PRICE  SIX  CENTS  PER  COPY 

THE  BEST  FILM  MAGAZINE  ON  EARTH 

32  Pages  of  Reading.  Magnificent  Colored  Cover  Portraits 
of  Prominent  Performers.  Out  Every  Friday. 

Each  number  contain!?  Five  Stories  of  the  Pest  Films  on  the 
Screens — Elegant  Half-tone  Scenes  from  the  Plays- Interesting 
Articles  About  Prominent  People  in  the  Filins  -Doings  of 
Actors  and  Actresses  in  the  Studios  and  While  Picture-making— 
Lessons  in  Scenario  Writing. 

THIS  LITTLE  MAGAZINE  GIVES  YOU  .MOKE  FOR  YOUR 
MONEY  THAN  ANY  OTHER  SIMILAR  PUB¬ 
LICATION  ON  THE  MARKET! 

Its  authors  are  the  very  best  that  money  can  procure;  its  pro¬ 
fuse  illustrations  are  exquisite,  and  its  special  articles  are  by 
l  lie  greatest  experts  in  their  particular  line. 

Buy  a  copy  Now  from  your  newsdealer,  or  send  us  6  cents  in 
money  or  postage  stamps,  und  we  will  mail  you  any  number 
you  desire. 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Pub.,  1(56  W.  23d  St.,  New  York  City 


PUBLISHED  SEMI-MONTHLY.  10  CENTS  A  COPY' 


Handsome  Colored  Covers — 48  Pages  of  Reading— Great 

Authors — Famous  Artists — Fine  Presswork 

It  contains  exciting  and  mysterious  detective  stories,  sketches, 
novelettes,  serials  und  a  large  amount  of  other  interesting  matter. 
Order  a  copy  from  this  list. 
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AIDS  TO  EFFICIENCY 
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etc.  Ward  Pub.  Co.,  Box  77,  Tilton,  N.  H. 

PERMANENT  LIFE  POSITIONS.  $95  month.  Govern¬ 
ment  needs  hundreds  meu-women-glrls,  18  or  over. 
List  position*  obtainable,  free.  Write  immediately 
Franklin  Institute,  Dept.  B-102,  Rochester.  N.  Y. 

FIREMEN.  BRAKEMEN.  BAGGAGEMEN,  $140-$2UJ. 

Colored  porters,  by  railroads  everywhere.  Experience 
unnecessary.  831  Ry.  Bureau,  East  St.  Louis.  Ill. 

MUSICAL 

MUSIC  COMPOSED  to  your  words  or  song  $2.00,  by 
musical  experts.  Bauer  Bros.,  Oshkosh,  Wis. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  compose 
music,  secure  copyright  and  submit  copies  to  leading 
publishers.  Submit  poems  now — examination  free. 

Broadway  Studios,  165  C  Fitzgerald  Bldg.,  New  York. 

WRITE  THE  WORDS  FOR  A  SONG.  We  write  music, 
guarantee  publisher's  acceptance.  Submit  poems  on 
patriotism,  love  or  any  subject.  Chester  Music  Co.,  538 
So.  Dearborn  St..  Suite  249.  Chicago.  Ill. 

WE  WRITE  MUSIC  to  your  words  and  revise  and  re- 
edit  your  complete  musical  compositions,  either  word3 
or  music.  Submit  manuscripts  for  our  free  advice,  esti¬ 
mate  and  publishing  offer.  'National  Music  Co.,  839  So. 
Wabash  Ave.,  Chicago.  Ill." 

Personal  To  Rheumatics 

I  want  a  letter  from  every  man  and  woman  in  America  afflicted  with 
Rheumatism.  Lumbago  or  Neuralgia,  giving  me  their  name  and  address, 
so  I  can  send  each  one  Frc*  A  Ono  Dollar  Bottle  of  my  Rheumatic 
.  Remedy.  I  want  to  convince  every  Rheumatic  sufferer  at  my  expense  that 
\N  my  Rheumatic  Remedy  does  what  thousands  of  so-called  remeaies  have 
\  ,  (ailed  to  accomplish— ACTUALLY  CURES  RHEUMATISM.  I 
know  it  does.  I  am  sure  of  it  and  I  want  every  Rheumatic  sufferer  to 
know  it  and  be  sure  of  it.  before  giving  me  a  penny  profit.  You  cannot 
coax  Rheumatism  out  through  the  feet  or  skin  with  plasters  or  cunning 
metal  contrivances.  You  cannot  toaso  it  out  with  liniments,  electricity 
or  magnetism.  You  cannot  Imagine  it  out  with  mental  science.  You 
Must  Drive  It  Out.  It  is  in  the  blood  and  you  must  Oo  After  It  and 
Gat  It.  This  is  Just  what  Kuhn's  Rheumatic  Remedy  does  and  that's 
why  It  cures  Rheumatism.  Rheumatism  is  Uric  Acid  and  Uric  Acid  and  Kuhn’s  Rheumatic 
Remedy  cannot  live  together  in  the  same  blood.  The  Rheumatism  has  ta  go  and  It  deem 
ga.  My  Remedy  cures  the  sharp,  shooting  pains,  the  dull,  aching  muscles,  the  hot.  throbbing, 
swollen  limbs,  and  cramped,  stiffened,  useless  Joints,  and  cures  them  quickly. 

I  CAN  PROVE  IT  ALL  TO  YOU 

If  you  will  only  let  me  do  it.  I  will  prove  much  in  One  Weak,  if  you  will  only  write  and  ask  my 
Company  to  send  you  a  dollar  bottle  FREE  according  to  the  following  offer.  I  don’t  care  what 
form  of  Rheumatism  you  have  or  how  long  you  have  had  it. 

1  don't  care  what  other  remedies  you  have  used.  If  you 
have  not  used  mine  you  don't  know  what  a  real  Rheumatic 
Remedy  wiil  do.  Read  oner  below  and  write  today. 

A  FULL-SIZED  91-00  BOTTLE  FREE! 

We  want  you  to  try  Kuhn’s  Rheumatic  Remedy,  to  learn  for  yourself  that  Rheumatism  can  be 
<■  .red  and  we  want  no  profit  on  the  trial.  A  fair  test  is  all  we  ask.  If  you  find  it  is  curing  your 
Rheumatism  or  Neuralgia,  order  more  to  complete  your  cure  and  thus  give  us  a  profit.  If  It  does 
not  help  you  that  ends  it.  We  do  not  send  a  small  sample  vial,  containing  only  a  thimbleful  and 
ot  do  practical  value,  but*  full-alaed  battle,  selling  regularly  at  drug-stores  for  One  Dollar 
Each,  'i  bis  bottle  Is  heavy  and  we  must  pay  Uncle  Ham  to  carry  it  to  your  door.  You  muat 
tend  ua  20  cants  to  pay  postage,  mailing  case  and  packing  and  this  full-sized  $1.00  Bottle 
will  be  promptly  sent  to  you  free,  with  everything  prepaid.  There  will  be  nothing  ta  pay 
nr,  re'  *l;  or  >-r  Don't  wait  until  your  H oart-Valvoo  are  injured  by  Rheumatic  Poison,  but 
tend  p/ 1  *.  j  and  get  a  Itn.  ar  Bottle  free.  Only  one  bottle  free  to  a  family  and  only  to  those  who 
mend  the  20  cant a  far  charges.  Address  us  am  follows i 

.  KUHN  REMEDY  CO.,  Dept.  D.  1855  Milwaukee  Ave.,  CHICAGO. 


DOUBLE  CHIN 


box  of  oil  or  Koreiu  capsules  ul  the  tiring  store;  follow 
Lf  you  vsish  a  small,  handsome  chin  and  attractive  figure. 


PERSONAL 

YOUR  LIFE-STORY  IN  THE  STARS.  Send  birth 
date  and  dime  (or  trial  reading.  You'll  be  delighted. 
Address.  Jauus,  712  Fountain  Place,  Kansas  City.  Mo. 

MARRY  RICH.  Hundreds  anxious;  description  list 
free.  Satisfaction  guaranteed.  Select  Club,  Dept. 
A.  Emporia,  Kansas. _ 

LONELY  MAIDEN,  26,  would  marry.  Write  (or  pic¬ 
ture.  Box  150K,  Syracuse.  N.  Y, 

GET  MARRIED.  Best  matrimonial  magaziue  published 
Mailed  free,  American  Distributor,  Blairsvllle,  I’a. 
MARRY;  Many  Rich.  Pardculars  for  stamp.  Mrs. 
Morrison.  3053  W.  Holden,  Seattle,  Wash. 

WIDOW,  36,  worth  $37,000,  Income  $5,000  yearly,  and 
many  others  anxious  to  marry.  Mrs.  Warn,  2216ft 
Temple  St.  (SS),  Los  Angeles.  Cal, 

PHOTOGRAPHY  * 

KODAKERS.  How  would  you  like  to  obtain  a  9x11 
enlargement  of  your  beBt  negatives  (reef  Drop  uj  a 
card  now  asking  about  It.  Films  developed  10  eta. 
per  roll.  Prints.  3,  4  and  5  cts.  each.  Ford's  Foto 
Studio.  Ellensburg.  Wash. _ 

WANTED  TO  BUY 

WANTED  TO  BUY  typewriters,  any  make.  Give  ds- 
scriptlon.  M.  M.  Selde,  142  E.  32d  St..  New  Yonc. 
WANTED  AT  ALL  TIMES.  Red.  Cross.  Black  foxes. 

Coon;  also  pelts  of  all  kinds.  I  will  pay  10  per 
cent,  more  than  any  ono.  Write;  try  me.  K.  L.  Todd. 
Dept.  SS,  MUltown,  N.  B..  Canada. _ _ 

WE  BUY  old  gold,  diamonds,  watches,  platinum,  silver, 
jewelry.  We  will  pay  up  to  $35  per  set  for  discarded 
false  teeth  (broken  or  not).  Cash  sent  at  once — goods 
held  5  to  15  days  aud  returned  at  our  expense  lf  offer 
is  refused.  Certificate  granted  ua  from  State  of  Wis¬ 
consin.  Absolutely  responsible,  liberal  and  reliable.  Ad¬ 
dress:  United  States  Smelting  Works,  Inc.,  401  Gold¬ 
smith  Bldg..  Opp.  P.  O.,  Milwaukee.  Wls, _ 

BEAR  OIL  wanted,  genuine  only;  good  price.  State 
quantity  you  have  and  where  obtained.  J.  H.  Brit- 
tain,  150  East  32d  St.,  PR-2,  New  York. _ 

MISCELLANEOUS 

SELL  "PERSHING  IN  FRANCE.”  Great  war  picture. 

Big  patriotic  lilt.  Make  $10  daily.  Regular  25  cent*. 
Sample  only  10  cents,  prepaid.  Send  now.  Address: 
Publisher  School  News.  New  Egypt.  N.  J. _ 

WHEN  DO  FISH  BITE  BEST?  The  Old  Fisherman’* 
Calendar  tells  when.  Go  on  the  right  days.  Make 
biggest  catches  I  Send  25  cts.  to-day  to  O.  F.  Calendar. 
Box  946  H,  Sta,,  Springfield.  Mass. _ 

100  BEAUTIFUL  POSTCARDS  and  pictures  10c.  Tay- 
lor  Co..  3820  Lincoln  Ave.,  East  St,  Louis,  Ill. 

TWENTY  PRETTY  POSTCARDS  and  big  catalog  M)“ 

Clias,  Dut3q,  Dept.  39,  25  Mulberry  St.,  N.  Y.  City. 

MYSTERIOUS  PENCIL.  Writes  message;  answers  your 
private  questions.  Brings  happiness.  Sample  free. 
Dr.  Martin.  411  West  Ferry,  Buffalo.  N.  Y. 

FOR  TANNING.  How  to  do  It  Big  profits.  Free 
information.  W.  W.  Weaver.  Reading.  Mich, _ 

fu AG  1C  Catalog  with  500  illustrations  of  1,000  tricks. 

escapes,  etc.,  postpaid.  14  cts.  Small  catalog.  2  cts. 
Hornmann  Trick  Co..  479  Eighth  Ave..  New  York. 

TATOOING  OUTFITS.  Electrical  and  hand.  Good 
money  In  this.  Illustrated  Catalog  for  stamp.  Prof. 
J.  H.  Temke.  517  Central.  G.,  Cincinnati.  Ohio. 

PHOTOPLAYS  WANTED.  Big  demand.  We  buy.  sell. 

type  and  rc7ise.  Details  free.  Write  C.  W.  Harvlson 
Sc  Co.,  39  Primrose  Ave.,  Hamilton,  Ontario. 

THE  BATH  E~R  AnI)  DIAMON  D  GIRL.  50  ct3..  n» 
stamps.  Geo.  Knoll.  509  N.  Wash,  Ave,,  Kankakee.  Ill. 

ORIENTAL  DANCER;  she  does  real  Salome  wiggle, 
sealed  25  cts.  Hamilton  Mfg. ,  Barnes  City,  Iowa. 

ARROW  HEADS.  10,000  arrow  spear  heads  and  mound 
relics.  Free  price  list.  100.000  minerals,  fossils, 
shells,  closing.  40%  diset.  delivered.  22  pp.  catalog  fer 
5  cts.  Dealer  34  yrs.  L.  W.  Stilwell,  Deadwood.  S.  D. 


How  He  Quit  Tobacco 

This  veteran,  S.  B. 
Lamphere,  was  addict¬ 
ed  to  the  excessive  use 
of  tobacco  for  many 
years.  He  wanted  to 
quit,  but  needed  some¬ 
thing  to  help  him. 

He  learned  of  a  free 
book  that  tells  about 
tobacco  habit  and  how 
to  conquer  it  quickly,  easily  and  safely.  In 
a  recent  letter  he  writes :  "I  have  no  de¬ 
sire  for  tobacco  any  more.  I  feel  like  a  new 
man.” 

Any  one  desiring  a  copy  of  this  book  on 
tobacco  habit  smoking  and  chewing  can 
get  it  free,  postpaid,  by  writing  to  Edward 
J.  Woods.  YVV-103,  Station  F,  New  York 
City.  You  will  be  surprised  and  pleased. 
Look  for  quieter  nerves,  stronger  heart,  bet¬ 
ter  digestion,  improved  eyesight.  Increased 
vigor,  longer  life  and  other  advantages  if 
you  quit  poisoning  yourself. 


THROW  YOUR  VOICE 


v  I,earn  to  throw  your  voice  into  a 
£4.  trun  k,  under  the  bed,  out  in  the  hall 
e  or  anywhere.  Lots  of  KUN  fooling 
the  Teacher,  Janitor,  Policeman  or 
Friends.  The  VENTRILO  is  a  lit¬ 
tle  instrument  that  fits  iuto  the 
mouth  out  of  sight.  Anyone  can 
use  it.  Never  Fails.  A  32  page  book 
on  VENTRILOQUISM  sent  with 
Veutrito  fof  10  eta.  and  54  els.  postage. 

Kaiser’s  Dream 

Will  make  vou  scream,  given  with  above. 

KOYAL  SOY.  CO.,  Box  20,  South  Norwalk,  Com. 


0  BANISHED  i* 

gt  49  to?2  Hours 


No  craviag  for  tobacco  in  any  form 
when  you  begin  taking1  Tobacco  Redeemer. 

Don’t  try  to  quit  the  tobacco  habit  un¬ 
aided.  It’s  alosingfight  againathoavy  odds 


t  M  *ov  caa  COMB  your  hair  you  can  cut  your 

f  09rn  with  this  narrslous  Invention.  Cutu 

[  the  hair  any  desired  Ungth,  abort  or  lone. 

S*f Doea  the  job  as  nicely  as  any  barter  in  quarter 
luTABlK3aSr^  the  time,  before  your  own  mirror.  You  can  rut  tho 
uii\wuurt^<ii  children's  hair  at  home  In  a  jiffy.  Can  be  used  as  an 
ordinary  razor  to  shave  the  faes  or  finlafc  areund  temple  or  neck. 
Sharpened  like  any  razor.  Testa  a  lifetitae.  Saves  Its  cost  first 
tima  used.  PRICE  ONLY  35c,  postpaid.  Extra  Blades  5c  each. 
IOHNGON  SMITH  *  CO-.  Beat  801.  MW.  Lake  St..  CHICAGO 


8S8F8.E 


•  ooj  you  can  ni*Tv  vx*i»  .  •yfiriMMSM 

_  genuine  Daisy  Air  Ride  for  a!3-^sM|*[>TSlglgy 
B  tributing  only  20  packages  of  Bingo 
Perfumed  Ironing  Wax  at  10c  each. 
costs  you  nothing.  Wri$«  today.  Justsend 

BiNQO.  CO.,  DepU  944  Binghamton,  N.  Y 


Aufomehili  Lillian 

The  Daring  Girl  Bandit  of  Arizona 

She  robbed  the  rich  and  gave 
to  the  poor.  A  thrilling  Dove 
Story  of  the  West,  featuring 
Cow-Boy  Rife  oft  the  Plains. 

County  Sheriff  who 
‘stood  between  Dove  and 
y”,  the  Terrible  Duel  for 
e  hand  of  Dillian  between 
e  Sheriff  and  Texas  Joe, 

_ the  Cow-Bov.  THE  MOST 

THlULLIirG  STORY  EVER  WRITTEN  or  produced 
in  the  Movies.  A  Woman  sacrifices  herself  for  Dove. 
Beys,  you  will  find  this  good  reading.  Neat  book 
bound  in  colored  cover.bv  mail  10  Cents. 

ROY  a  L  BOOK  CO.,  Desk  7  So.  Norwalk,  Conn. 

. . it 

in 


and  means  a  eenous  shoes  to  the  nervous 
system.  Let  the  tobacco  habit  quit  YOU. 
It  will  quit  you,  if  you  will  just  take 
Tobacco  Redeemer,  according  to  direc¬ 
tions  for  two  or  three  days.  It  is  a  most 
marvelously  quick  and  thoroughly  reliable 
remedy  for  the  tobacco  habit. 


_ I 

tions  for  two  or  three  days.  It  is  a  most  pj 
ra  marvelously  quick  and  thoroughly  reliable  M 
■g  remedy  for  the  tobacco  habit. 

I  Not  a  Substitute  1 


Tobacco  Redeemer  contains  no  habit- 
forming  drugs  of  any  kind.  It  is  in  no  eense 
a  substitute  for  tobacco.  After  finishing 
the  treatmentyouhave  absolutely  no  desire 
to  use  tobacco  again  or  to  continue  the  use 
of  the  remedy.  It  makes  not  a  particle  of 
difference  how  long  you  have  been  using 
tobacco,  how  much  you  use  or  in  what  form 
you  use  it— whether  you  smoke  cigars, 
cigarettes,  pipe,  chew  plug  or  fine  cut  or 
use  snuff.  Tobacco  Redeemer  will  positive¬ 
ly  banish  every  trace  of  desire  in  from  48 
to  72  hours.  This  we  absolutely  guarantee 
■a  every  case  or  money  refunded. 

Write  today  for  our  free  booklet  showing 
the  deadly  effect  of  tobacco  upon  the  human 
system  and  positive  proof  that  Tobacc® 
Redeemerwiilquicklyfreeyouofthehabit. 

Newell  Pharm&cal  Company, 
Dept.  626  St.  Louis,  Mo.  m 
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Boys,  Glrlt 


Oh  Boys, 

Great  Sport  with 

CLAXOPHONE 

Voice  Thrower 

Throw  your  roles  under  the 
table,  back  of  a  door,  into  a 
trunk,  desk  in  School,  any  old 
place.  Big  FCJi  fooling  Ped¬ 
dlers,  Policeman,  Friends, 
anybody.  This  Claxophone  is 
a  small  device  that  lays  on  your 
tongue  unseen,  always  ready 
for  use  by  anyone.  Claxophonewith 
full  instructions;  also  Set  of  Secret 
Writing  Tricks,  all  sent  for  «  /\C 
coin  or  stamps.  Write  at  once  to  1 V  • 

CLAXO  TRICK  CO., 

Dept.S  New  Haven,  Conn* 


TTER 

COMB  yoor  hair  yo a  can  cut  your 
rlth  this  marvaloua  Invention.  Cuts 
desired  length,  short  or  long. 


•OHHUON  SMITH  &  CO.,  B«»t 


as  an 
or  neck, 
cost  firBt 
5c  each. 
MW.  Lako  St.,  CHICAGO 


Ddivered  you  FREE 

_ _  Vnnv 


meat 
Ag  tin  *9 
Wan  tad 


_YOU_ 

Your  choice  of  44  etylea,  color; 
.and  ei2e*  in  the  famous  lmo  of 
r "RANGER”  bicycle*,  shown  in 

—  full  color  in  the  big  new  Free  Cata¬ 
log  We  pay  all  tha  frcignt  chargee 

30  Days  Frea  Trial  sM 

\bicyclo  you  select,  actual  riding  teat 
1  in  your  own  towu  for  a  full  month. 
Do  not  buy  until  you  get  our  great 
I  new  trial/  offer  and  low  l<  actory- 
■Direct-To-Rider  terms  and  prices. 
TIDE'S  LAMPS.  HORNS,  pedal*. 

|  a  irsinii  single  wheels  and  repair 
[parts  for  all  makes  of  bicycles  at 
[half  usual  prices.  No  one  else  can 
;  offer  such  values  and  such  terms. 
‘SEND  MO  MONEY  but  write  today 
for  the  big  new  Catalog.  St'9  free. 

""Kl1  JTJCYCLE  COMPANY 

fcM&l0®pt.C18SCfriica;s@ 


this  Daisy  Rifle-  It 

puma  xad  Address. 


BIG  VALUE  for  10  Gfs. 

6  Popular  Songs,  words  and  music; 
25  Pictures  Pretty  Girls;  40  Ways  to 
Make  Money;  1  Joke  Book;  1  Book 
on  D°ve;l  Magic  Book;  1  Book  Def¬ 
ter  Writing;  1  Dream  Book  and  For 
tune  Teller;  1  Cook  Book;  1  Base 
Ball  Book,  gives  rules  for  games;  1 
Book  White  Slaves  of  N.  Y.;lToy 
Maker  Book;  Danguage  of  Flowers; 
1  Morse  Telegraph  Alphabet;  12 
Chemical  Experiments;  Magic  Age  Table;  Great 
North  Pole  Game;  100  Conundrums;  8  Puzzles;  12 
Games;  80  Verses  for  Autograph  Albums.  All  the 
above  by  mail  for  10  cents  and  id  cents  postage. 
ROYAL  SALES  CO.,  Box  7.  South  Norwalk,  CL 


Dtcomo  slender,  graceful, 

attractive.  Be  healthier,  •upplh, 
cheerful  --  liv«  lon<j*r.  F  fl  K  B 


BOOK  telis  how  to  get  riri  of  «ver- fatness  by  pleasant  "‘taplemetnod. 

Writs  Korein  Company,  N3-6tl,  Station  F,  kflw  York  Cltjfr 


Stnd  for  my  book 

Strong  Arms  and 
Military  Shoulders 

for  25c.,  coin  or  stamp*. 
Illustrated  with  twenty  full-page 
halftone  cuts,  showing  exercises 
that  will  quickly  derelop,  beau¬ 
tify  ami  gain  great  strength  in 
your  shoulders,  arms  aud  hands, 
without  any  apparatus.  Equal 
to  Any  Mall  Course  en  Strength. 

MUSCLE  BUILDER 

A  steel  spring  exerciser  and  chest 
expander  with  a  complete  course 
of  twenty-four  selected  exercises 
for  dereloplng  all  the  muscles  of 
the  body.  It  is  equal  to  any 
$4.09  exerciser.  My  prlo*  for  a 
short  time  only  $2.00. 

PROF.  ANTHONY  BARKER 

1785  Barker  Building 
127  W.  42d  St.,  New  York 


GET  ON  THE 
VAUDEVILLE 


STAGE 


I  tell  you  howl  Fascinating  profession.  Big  sal¬ 
aries.  Experience  unnecessary.  Splendid  engage- 
ments  always  waiting.  Opportunity  for  travel. 
Theatrical  agents  endorse  my  methods.  Thirty 
years’  experience  aa  both  manager  and  performer. 
Illustrated  book,  * ‘All  A  bout  Vauderllle,  FREE. 
Send  6  centa  postage  and  6tate  age  and  occupation. 

FREDERIC  LA  DELLE.Sta.  224.  JACKSON,  MICH- 


>4' 


AREAL  moving  pic¬ 
ture  machine  that 
uses  the  same  films  as  the 
big  movie  theaters  all 
over  the  country  and  you 
can  get  it  absolutely  free 
with  a  box  of  film  besides. 

Have  a  movie  show  right  in  your  own  home.  Entertain  your 
friends  and  relatives.  Charge  admission  and  make  easy  spend¬ 
ing  money.  You  never  had  a  chance  like  this  before  and  it  may 
not  be  repeated  again.  Send  your  name  on  the  coupon  NOW  I 

Boysl  GSfBsI  ijusmM 

Send  your  name  on  the  coupon  below  or  a  post  card  will  do — but  you  must  do 
this  right  now,  this  very  minute.  I  will  send  you  12  beautifully  colored  patriotic 
pictures.  Every  one  who  sees  them  wants  them.  Full  of  acticn,  showing  our 
brave  soldiers  and  sailors  performing  their  heroic  duties  in  the  trenches  and 
at  home.  All  you  have  to  do  i3  distribute  these  pictures  on  a  special  35c 
offer  among  the  people  you  know.  This  wih  take  you  just  a  few  hours.  They 
go  like  hot  cakes,  everybody  wants  them.  VV1  n  you  have  distributed  the  12 
pictures  I  will  immediately  send  you  FREE  and  Prepaid  this  Genuine  Moving 
Picture  Machine  Complete  with  a  box  of  him.  Don’t  miss  this  wonderful  offer. 

Send  This  Conpn 


pr/. 


Don’t  wait  another  minute.  It  may  be  * 
too  late  if  you  wait.  Send  your  name  S 
on  a  postal  card  if  you  want  to—  S 
but  do  it  right  now  —  AT  ONCE !  ? 

Mftuin  180  No- W;,bash  flv«*  /  st‘ or  R ’  F‘ D . 

ITSuYiS  mm  Dept  2662  Chicago  s 


To  Mr.  Movie  Man 

Dept?  2662  -ISO  N.  Wabash  Ave.,Chicsj* 
T  wart  to  iret  n  Moving  Picture  Machine 

/■.  FREE  by  your  easy  pian.  Please  send  me  the 

Patriotic  Picture*  and  full  detail*  of  your 
Big  Offer. 


Nana. 


/ 

if  Tou/n., 


State _ 


'g^rcugig 


B I G 

apparently  eee  thru  Clothe*,  Woo<t 
le.  cny  ohject.  See  Rones  in  Flesh 
»y  Fms  with  each  X  Ray. 

^«PS-  13.  NEW  HAVEN,  COM 


PRICE 

10"  STAMPS* 


Add  to  Your  Weight 


HEALTHY  FLESH,  DEVELOP 
VIGOR  AND  EFFICIENCY. 

If  you  are  tbin  and  liave  tried  in  vain 
thus  far  to  become  healthily  robust,  you  may 
now  rejoice  at  having  found  the  secret. 

All  you  need  do  is  to  take  Woods’  V 
Tabules,  a  small  box  is  obtainable  at  the 
drug  store,  and  heed  the  simple,  pleasant, 
easily  followed  directions.  If  you  do  not  in¬ 
crease  your  weight  satisfactorily,  you  shall 
have  your  money  back.  Could  any  offer  be 
mi  >  honest  or  fairer? 

’j.hese  Woods’  V  Tabules  are  safe  and 
wholesome.  They  stimulate  the  functions  in 
a  flesh -increasing  way  and  are  decidedly  in¬ 
vigorating.  One  lady  reports  an  increase  of 
16  pounds,  with  delightful  improvement  in 
appearance.  A  bookkeeper  added  26  pounds 
in  a  few  weeks  and  has  maintained  the  same 
weight  during  past  two  years,  thus  shoving 
permanency.  Many  other  proofs.  Guaran¬ 
tee  in  box.  If  you  prefer  to  obtain  Woods’ 
V  Tabules  direct  from  headquarters,  send  $1 
for  a  box  to  Edw.  J.  Woods,  VB-103,  Sta¬ 
tion  F,  New  York,  N.  Y. 


HOWTO  MAKE  LOVE 


(NEW  BOOK)  Tells  how  to  Get 
Acquainted;  How  to  P.cgm  Courtship 
How  to  Court  a  Bashful  Girl;  to  Woo  a 
V/idow;  to  win  an  Heiress;  how  to  catch 
a  Rich  Bachelor;  how  to  manage  your 

beautomakehimpTopose;bow  to  make 
your  fellow  or  girl  love  you;  what  to  da 
before  and  after  the  wedding.  Tells 
Other  things  necessary  for  Covers  to 
know,  Sample  coxy  bv  mail  10  centft. 
LeOIAJL  BOOK  CO.,  Box  il  So.  >er>»lk,  Con*. 


HAIR  GROWN  ON  MR.  BRITTAIN’S  BALD  HEAD  BY; 
INDIANS’  MYSTERIOUS  HAIR  GROWER 

My  head  at  the  top  and  hack  was  absolutely  bald.  The  scalp  was 
shiny.  An  expert  said  that  he  thought  the  hair  roots  were  extinct,  and 
there  was  no  hope  of  my  ever  having  a  new  hair  growth. 

Yet  now,  at  an  age  over  66,  I  have  a  luxuriant  growth  of  soft,  strong, 
lustrous  hair  I  No  trace  of  baldness.  The  pictures  shown  here  are 
from  my  photographs. 

INDIANS’  SECRET  OF  HAIR  GROWTH 

At  a  time  when  I  had  become  discouraged  at  trying 
various  hair  lotions,  tonics,  specialists’  treatments,  etc., 

I  came  across,  in  my  travels,  a  Cherokee  Indian 
“medicine  man’’  who  had  an  elixir  that  he  asseverated 
would  grow  my  hair.  Although  I  had  but  little  faith, 

I  gave  it  a  trial.  To  my  amazement  a  light  fuzz  soon  From  recent  photo. 
appeared.  It  developed,  day  by  day,  into  a  healthy  growth,  and  ere  long 
my  hair  was  as  prolific  as  in  my  youthful  days. 

That  I  was  astonished  and  happy  is  expressing  my  state  of  mind  mildly. 
Obviously,  the  hair  roots  had  not  been  dead,  but  were  dormant  in  the 
scalp,  awaiting  the  fertilizing  potency  of  the  mysterious  pomade. 

I  negotiated  for  and  came  into  possession  of  the  principle  for  preparing 
this  mysterious  elixir,  now  called  Kotalko,  and  later  had  the  recipe  put  into 
practical  form  by  a  chemist. 

That  my  own  hair  growth  was  permanent  has  been  amply  proved.  Many 
men  and  women,  also  children,  have  reported  satisfactory  results  from  Kotalko. 


Photo  when  bald. 


'  How  YOU  May  Grow  YOUR  Hair 

My  honest  belief  is  that  hair  roots  rarely  die  even  when  the  hair 
falls  out  through  dandruff,  fever,  excessive  dryness  or  other  dis¬ 
orders.  I  have  been  told  by  experts  that  often 
when  hair  falls  out  the  roots  become  imbedded 
within  the  scalp,  covered  by  hard  skin,  so  that 
they  remain  for  a  time  like  bulbs  or  seeds  in 
a  bottle  which  will  grow  when  fertilised. 

Shampoos  (which  contain  alkalis)  and  hair 
lotions  which  contain  alcohol  are  enemies  to 
the  hair,  as  they  dry  it,  making  it  brittle. 

Kotalko  contains  those  elements  of  nature 
which  give  new  vitality  to  the  scalp  and  hair. 

To  prove  the  GENUINENESS  of  Kotalko,  I 
will  send  the  recipe  FREE  on  request.  Or  I 

will  mail  a  testing  box  of  Kotalko  with  the  recipe  for  10  cents, 
silver  or  stamps,  if  you  mention  this  publication.  Satisfy  yourself. 
You  want  to  stop  falling  hair,  eliminate  dandruff  or  cover  that  bald 
spot  with  healthy  hair.  Get  the  dime  testing  box  NOW,  apply 
For  women’s  hair.  once  or  twice  daily — watch  in  your  mirror!  Address: 

JOHN  HART  BRITTAIN,  BN-103  ,  Station  F,  New  York,  N.  Y. 

HEW  SCIENTIFIC  WO  HOE  R 


£  COUPLETS  DISGUISES,  S5  CTS.  Fo?  Theatr*,  Det«ctiro  work. 

Big  fao  putting  on  k  Mtooishioj fri«n<*o.  All  Catalog 

UtcioJt  Theatre goodf  Fro©.  Batas  Play  Co.,  Dept  lL  Slolrote.llass 


MUSIC  TAUGHT  TREE 


boo  can  fctoxl  TIUiau,  1/ Atlta  quid 
In  Your  Hama.  Write  today  for  our  booklet.  It  tells 
how  to  learn  to  play  Piano,  Organ,  Violin,  Mandolin, 
Guitar,  Banjo,  etc.  Beginners  or  advanced  pnpiis. 

American  School  of  Music.  13  Lakeside  Bldg.,  Chicago 

Suffer  No  More  With 

BOILS  or  PIMPLES 

For  years  I  was  a  sufferer  with  terrible 
boils  and  ugly  pimples.  One  day  I  met  an 
Indian  who  gave  me  a  remedy  that  cured 
me  so  that  I  have  never  been  bothered 
again.  A  perfect,  permanent  cure!  And  this 
great  remedy  Is  curing  others! 

No  lotions,  no  salves,  no  poultices.  A 
juperlor  preparation  pleasant  to  use.  Home 
of  the  worst  cases  I  hare  ever  known  were 
cured  In  3  to  6  weeks. 

1  am  supplying  tills  wonderful  remedy 
direct  to  sufferers.  Full  treatment  $1,  or  a 
PROOF  TREATMENT  for  four  3-cent 
stamps.  Satisfaction  positively  guaranteed, 
fames  W.  Greely,  Dept.  SS.,  l’ortland.  Me. 

l?risS  Watch  Bracelet 

ChIMraa  rtrh  and  poor 
go  wild  with  dallfhl 
nrmr  tala  little  bracelet  Patent  leatke* 
eirap  Ooed  bnakle  MmvlaUan  watolt 
▲  11  free  peet  paid  far  •  •lllo;  *My  # 
jewelry  aeveltiee  at  lOe  aafh 
Iff.  Ot,  D*ptl27  AUlrfcert,  4a m. 


MICE 


G  .  SILVB*  ONLY. 

You 

Stone,  any 

nov.ity 

MFC.  CO.  Dopt  13. 


FL$C§ 


COM. 


INVISIBLE 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

GENUINE  Photo's  of  women 
in  different  poses.  When  receiv¬ 
ed  through  the  mail  they  seem 
pieces  of  Blank  Paper  but  in 
a  few  seconds  and  at  no  cost  to 
you.  they  can  be  turned  into  real 
Photographs.  Boys!  They  era 
classy  Pictuias.  We  send  yoi 
3  for  1 0  cts  by  mail.  10  for  26  et 
No  2  alike.  Crown  Nov.  Co. 
Dent.  S  Stamford  Conn. 


FREE 


REDUCE  YOUR  WEIGHT 


Get  rid  of  your  fat  easily  by  daily 
walks  in  the  fresh  air,  also  obtain  a 
small  box  of  oil  of  korein  at  the  drug 
store;  follow  the  directions.  You’ll  be 
happier  every  day.  Wonderfully  rapid, 
lasting-,  healthy  reduction  often  re¬ 
ported.  Book  mailed  free  by  Korein 
Co.,  NE-103,  Station  F,  New  York 
City.  No  starvation;  you  may  eat 
candy  if  you  like.  A  delightful  guar¬ 
anteed  method.  Become  supple,  more 
efficient  mentally  and  physically;  make 
yourself  attractive.  Prolong  your 
lifel 


With  this  article  you  enn  apparently 
u  v  X  iJ  thru  cloth  or  wood.'  See  bones 
ia  the  body,  makes  the  flesh  look  transparent .  By 
mail  10  cts.  Catalog  and  new  coin  trick  free. 

The  Anlee  Sales  Co  Dept  230  Stamford  Conn. 


73  Kfc'  230  MAGIC  TRICKS  with  coin*  ribboc*.  Hap*  •!*.. 

*>  J  Bf'.t  eta  d  j  U  oo  i|  or.ee.  Aitoaieh  and  aruub# 
frUcdg  tod  mile  money,  He  ftniiird,  «hia*  a*  a  star  in 
jour  town.  All  ml  by  mail  with  Iiie  Catalog  Wagia  and 
Xaiart  vnmeat  good*  for  only  1 0  oants.  Writ*  uow. 

Bates  Magic  Co„  Dept.  12  Melrose,  Mass. 


ASK  BOIES— He’s  Got  ’Em 

Animals.  Birds,  Poultry,  Pigeon*.  Pheasants, 
Dojs.  Rabbits  and  Pets  of  ail  kinds.  Catalog 
listing  over  100  kinds  with  valuablefeeding  and 
breeding  chart,  10c.  BOTES  illustrated  book  on 
Rabbits,  best  published.  25c.  Raise  Rabbits  for 
ns.  We  pay  10c.  pound,  live  weight. 

Boies  Pet  Stock  Farm.  Box  240,  Millbrook,  N.  Y. 


Express 


these 

for 


To  Prove  Our  ",  fZ. . . 

Fine  Quality  S?.“. .« J,  5"‘, 

handsome  styles,  genuine  through 
and  through  worsted  goods,  beau¬ 
tiful  narrow  weave,  smooth  silky 
finish,  guaranteed  for  2  years  solid 
wear  and  satisfaction  and  regular 
$5.00  value  or  MONEY  BACK. 
These  stylish  $5.00  pants,  while 
they  last,  only  one  pair  to  any  cus- 
tomor,  by  prepaid  — 

express,  for  only 

FREE  Tpiated,d  PIN 

Beautiful  P  i  n 
with  your  firat 
order.  Only  a 
few  hundred  on 
hard.  GET 
YOURSQUICK 
can  earn 
t  of  extra 

money  by  sending  orders  for  your  relatives  and  neigh¬ 
bors.  Young  Grant  Case  made  $27.00  first  week  and 
aver  $500  hi*  first  year.  Get  TAILOR 
b  a  book  about  it  Free-alao  nrtnor 
fin*  tailor  book,  cloth  sam-  tort" 
pie*  and  simple  directions.  LULL. 

Ail  goes  to  you  Free  with  first  letter. 

Bond  us  your  name  and  address— 

TODAY.  WRITE  IJS  QUICK. 

CHICAGO  TAILORS  ASSOCIATION 

•ftpt.  O  SH  615  South  Franklin  Street, 


Cash  Profits  Ji""" 


Chicago 


PLUCK  AND  LUCK 


..  1J4TT'  ,'r  Ic-cM-vq  _ 

10."»8  The  Arkansas  Scout;  or.  Fighting  the  Redskins.  Rv  An  Old 
1030  Jack^Wright’s  Demon  of  the  Plains;  or.  Mild  Adventures 

1060  The'  Merry  Te^o^'The Shadows  of  a  Social  Club.  By  Jno. 

1061  pJnDrlrer  the  Bov  engineer  of  fh«  Mountain  Fvpress;  or. 

Railroading  On  the  Denver  and  Rio  Grande.  I.y  .las.  t. 

1062  RUvcr'skm  of  Santa  Fe:  or.  The  Lions’  Treasure  Cave.  By 

1063  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Torpedo  P.ain;  or.  1  he  Sunkei. 

1064  T^e^Rival^ScRooTs^^or,  Fighting  for  the  Championship  By 

1065  JackynRe?fathe  Boy  Captain;  or.  Adventures  On  the  Ocean 

Bv  Captain  Thos.  H.  IVilson.  ,  . 

1066  A  Bov  In  Wall  Street;  or.  Dick  Hatch,  the  loung  Broker 

106t  JackHW right  and  His  Tron  Clad  Air  Motor;  or.  Searching 
for  a  Lost  Explorer.  By  “Nonarne."  .  ,  _  ,  ,  . 

1068  The  Rival  Baseball  Clubs;  or.  The  Champions  of  Coin m  ia 
Academy.  By  Allyn  Draper. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on 


HARRY  E.  WOLFF,  Publisher, 


1060  The  Boy  Cattle  King;  or  Frank  Fordham’s  Wild  West  Ranch. 
By. An  Old  Scout. 

1070  Wide  Awake  Will,  the  Plucky  Boy  Fireman  of  No.  3;  or 

Fighting  the  Flames  for  Fame  and  Fortune.  By  Ex-Fire 
Chief  Warden. 

1071  Jack  Wright  and  His  Electric  Tricycle;  or.  Fighting  the 

Stranglers  of  the  Crimson  Desert.  By  “Nonarne.” 

1072  The  Orphans  of  New  York.  A  Pathetic  Story  of  a  Great  City 

By  N.  S.  Wood. 

1073  Sitting  Bull’s  Last  Shot;  or.  The  Veugeance  of  An  Indian 

Policeman.  By  “Pawnee  Bill.” 

1071  The  Haunted  House  On  the  Harlem;  or.  The  Mystery  of  a 
Missing  Man.  By  Howard  Austin. 

1073  Jack  Wright  and  His  Ocean  Plunger;  or.  The  Harpoon 
Hunters  of  the  Arctic.  By  “Nonarne.” 

1076  f’laim  33;  or.  The  Boys  of  the  Mountain.  By  .Tas.  C.  Merritt. 

1077  The  Road  to  Ruin;  or.  The  Snares  and  Temptations  of  New 

York.  By  Jno.  B.  Dowd. 

107S  A  Spy  at  16:  or.  Fighting  for  Washington  and  Liberty.  By 
Gen’l  .Tas.  A.  Cordon. 

1070  Jack  Wright’s  Flying  Torpedo;  or,  The  Black  Demons  of 
Dismal  Swamp.  By  “Nonarne.” 

10S0  High  Ladder  Harry,  the  Young  Fireman  of  Freeport;  or. 
Always  at  the  Top.  By  Ex-Fire  Chief  Warden, 
receipt  of  price,  6  cents  per  copy,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

166  West  23d  St.,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 


of  these  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  the  publishers  direct.  Write 
of  these  weeklies  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  the  publishers  direct.  Write  out 
and  fill  in  your  Order  and  send  it  with  the  price  of  the  weeklies  you  want,  and  the  weekl'es  will  be  sent  to  you  by  return 

mail.  POSTAGE  STAMPS  TAKEN  THE  SAME  AS  MONEY. 


OUR  TEN  -CENT  HAND  BOOKS 


No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. —  A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses -of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  instructions  for  making 
Electric  Toys.  Batteries,  etc.  By  George 
Trebel.  A.M.,  M.D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK.  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE.— A  complete  treatise  on 
th#  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  BAIL 

CANOES. — A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing 
them.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  49.  HO AV  TO  DEBATE. — Giving:  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  Information  on  the 
question  given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND 
ANIMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  instruc¬ 
tions  In  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and 
preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No,  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  AA’ITH 
CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the 
general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  appli¬ 
cable  to  card  tricks;  of  card  tricks  with 
ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight- 
of-hand;  of  tricks  involving  sleight-of-band, 
or  the  use  of  specially  prepared  cards,  li- 
lust  rated.  „ 

No.  52.  HOAV  TO  FLAY  CARDS. — Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre,  Cribbnge,  Casino,  Forty-Five, 
Rounce.  Pedro  Rancho,  Draw  Poker,  Auction 
Pitch,  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular 
games  of  cards. 

No.  63.  HOAAr  TO  WRITE  LETTERS —A 

wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to 
write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father,  moth¬ 
er.  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact, 
everybody  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write 
to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS,  —Giving  complete  information  as  to 
the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds 
of  pets;  also  giving  full  instructions  for 
making  cages,  etc.  Fullv  explained  by 
twenty-eight  illustrations. 

No.  65.  HOAA’  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  COINS. — Containing  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  regarding  the  eolleetlng  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  56.  HOAV  TO  BECOME  AN  EN¬ 
GINEER. — Containing  full  instructions  bow 
to  become  a  locomotive  engineer;  also  direc¬ 
tions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  to¬ 
gether  with  a  full  description  of  everything 
an  engineer  should  know. 

T  or  sal#  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to 

TRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher, 


No.  60.  HOAAf  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 
RAPHER. — Containing  useful  information 
regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lan¬ 
tern  Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Hand¬ 
somely  illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  AVEST 
POINT  MILITARY  C  A  DET. — Ex  plains  how 
to  gain  admittance.  <ourse  of  Stuay,  Exami¬ 
nations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard. 
Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all 
a  boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu 
Seuarena. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 

CADET.—  Complete  instructions  of  how  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Acad¬ 
emy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruc¬ 
tion.  description  of  grounds  and  buildings, 
historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  this 
United  States  Navy.  By  Lu  Senarens.  < 

No.  6f .  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 
MACHINES.  -Containing  fill!  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines.  Induction  coils, 
dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  It.  A.  R.‘ Bennet.  Fully 
Illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES.— The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  it  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs.  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOAA’  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Con¬ 
taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puz¬ 
zles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS.  Containing  a  large  collection  of 
instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical 
tricks,  together  with  illustrations.  By  A. 
Anderson. 

No.  68.  HOAA’  TO  DO  CHEMICAL 
TRICKS.  -Containing  over  one  hundred 
highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with 
chemicals.  By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely 
Illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOAT  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF- 
|  HAND.  Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest 
anil  best  tricks  used  by  lna-rlclans.  Also 
containing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  70.  HOAV  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS. _ 

Containing  full  directions  for  making  Magic 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  il¬ 
lustrated. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL 
TRICKS.  Containing  complete  illustrations 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mei  hanicnl  Tricks. 
Fullv  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTA'  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Embracing  all  of  the  latest, 
and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  illus¬ 
trations. 

any  address  on  rece.pt  of  price,  10c.  per  copy, 


No.  73.  HOAV  TO  DO  TRICKS  AVITH 
NUMBERS. — Showing  many  curious  tricks 
with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOAV  TO  AVKITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject ; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  nOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER. 
— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice 
Cups  and  Balls,'  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling 
fortunes  by  the  aid -of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks, 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77-  HOAA'  TO  DO  FORTY'  TRICKS 
AA’ITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOW'  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. 
— Containing  a  complete  description  of  the 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-hnnd.  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOAA’  TO  BEOOAIE  AN  ACTOR. 
— Containing  eomplete  instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Rtaee  Man¬ 
ager,  Prompter,  Scenic  Artist  and  Property 
Man. 


No.  80.  GU8  AAILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK — 

Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  Ger- 
mau  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
colored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo 
of  the  author. 

No.  81.  HOAV  TO  MESMERIZE— Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  meth#d  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or.  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.,  au¬ 
thor  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,”  etc. 

No.  82.  HOAV  TO  DO  PALMISTRY.— Con¬ 
taining  the  most  npproved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  t  lie  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a 
lull  explanation  of  (heir  meaning  Also  ex¬ 
plaining  phrenology,  and  the  kev  of  telling 
characters  by  the  humps  on  the’  head  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  83.  HOAV  TO  HYPNOTIZE  — Contain¬ 
ing  valuable  and  instructive  Information  re¬ 
garding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  ex¬ 
plaining  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  tlie  leading  hypnotists  of 
the  world.  By  Leo  lingo  Koch  ACS 

N#.  84.  HOAV  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR 
—Containing  information  regarding  choice 
of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  and  the  man 
ner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manu¬ 
scripts.  Also  containing  valuable  Informs 
lion  ns  to  the  neatness.  le<*ildlitv  and  gen- 
oral  composition  of  lunouscript s. 

or  3  for  25c.,  in  money  or  postage  stamps,  by 

-  •  168  West  23d  St.,  N\  Y. 
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